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JULIUS CASAR. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
ROME. 
Buser Flavius, Murellus, and certain Commoner:. 
— 


ENCE; home you idle creatures, get 
0 you home; | 3 
Is this a holiday ? what, know you not, 
SJ Being mechanical, you ought not walk 
Upon a labouring day, without the fign 
of your: profeſſion? ſpeak what trade 
N e Mtidbon? -.--: „ 20 

Car. Why, Sir, a carpenter. 

Mur. Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule? 

- | What doſt thou with thy beſt apparel on? 

| You, Sir, What trade are you ? 


N Cob. Truly, Sir, in reſpect of a fine workman I am 

5 but as you would ſay, a cobler. Ken 
Mur. But what trade art thou? anſwer me directly. 
Cob. A trade, Sir, that I hope I may uſe with a ſafe 

conſcience, which is indeed, Sir, a mender of bad. 

foals. ' 35 8 « 

4 A. 2 


* 


Flav, 


8 Julius CÆsAR. 


7 Flav. What trade, chou knave? ? thou naughty knave, 7 
what trade? . 
Cob. Nay, 1 „ you, Sic, '% not out with me: 
Vet if you be out, Sir, I can mend you. 4 


Mur. What mean '{t thou by r 2 mcd me, thou 
2 fellow ? 


. Why, Sir; coble you. GE nts! 

Flav, Thou art a cobler, art thou ? 

Cob. Truly, Sir, all that 1 live by, is the awl: of 
megdle with no | tradeſman's matters, nor woman's 
matters ; but Ho ire 1am indeed, Sir, a ſurgeon 0 
old ſhoes; ; when they are in great danger, I re-cover 

them. As proper men as ever trod upon neats-leather 
have gone upon my handy-work. 

Flav. But wherefare art not in thy Thop: today ? 
Why doſt thou lead theſe men about the ſtreets ? 

Cov, Truly, Sir, to wear out their ſhoes, to get my 
felf into more work. But indeed, Sir, we make holi- 
day to ſee Ceſar, and to rejoice in his triumph, 
ur. Wherefore rejoice! What conqueſts brings 

| he home:! 

W hat tributaries follow bim to Rome, 

To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels ? 

You blocks, you ſtones, you worſe than ſenſeleſs 

things! 

O you — hearts! yoù cruel men of Rome 

Knew you not Pompey? many a time and oft 

Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements, 5 

Tol towers and windows, yea, to chimney tops, 

Your infants in your arms, and there have ſate 

The live-long day with patient expectation, 

To ſee great Pompey paſs the ſtreets of Rome. 

And when you ſaw his chariot but appear, 

Have you not made an univerſal ſhout, 

That Tyber trembled underneath his banks | 
| To hear the replication-of es, WY 3907 2819224, 

Made in his concave ſhores ? an en 
And do you now put on your beſt attire? 

And do you now cull out an holy- day? ” 
And do you now ſtrew flowers in his way, BY 
Tk 8 at 


— 


at 


Ju Lrus CASsAR. 7 
That comes in triumph over Pompeys blood? 
Be gone leh . 
Run to your houſes, fall upon your knees, 
Pray to the Gods, to intermit the plague, 
That needs muſt light on this ingratitude. | 
Flav. Go, go, good countrymen, and for this fault 


Aſſemble all the poor men of your ſort, 


Draw them to Tyber bank, and weep your tears 


Into the channel, till the loweſt ftream 


Do kiſs the moſt exalted ſhores of all. 
hy Pig Exeunt Commoneris 


See where their baſeſt mettle be not moy'd, 


They vaniſh'd tongue-ty'd in their guiltineſs.. 
Go you down that way tow'rds the Capitol, 
This way will 1; diſrobe the images, 
If you do find them deck'd with ceremonies. 
Mur. May we do ſo? | 
You know it is the feaſt of Tupercal. 
Flav. It is no matter, let no images, 
Be hung with Cæſar's trophies ; I'll about, 


And drive away the vulgar from the ſtreets : 


So do you too where you perceive them thick. 
Theſe growing feathers pluck'd from Cæſar's wing 


Will make him fly an ordinary pitch, 


Who elſe would ſoar above the view of men, 


And keep us all in ſeryile fearfulneſs.  LExGwnte 


SCENE Hl. 


Enter Cæſar, Antony for the Courſe, Calphurniaz Portia, 
Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Caſſius, Caſca, 4 Soorh-fayer ; 
after them Murellus and Flavius. 


Caf. Calphurnia. 5 
Caſc. Peace ho, Cæſar ſpeaks. 
Ceſ. Calphurnia, 5 
Calp. Here, my lord. | 
Cæſ. Stand you directly in Antonius“ way, 
When he doth run his courſe Antonius. 
Ant. Cæſar, my lord. 5 
Caf. Forget not in _— ſpeed, Antonius, 
: 2 


To 


% 


Jurzus inn, | 


To touch Galpharuia ; for our elders ſa ,, 
The barren —. in this _ _— oem ptr 609 91 
Shake off their. ſteril courſe, | ee % f 11179) 


Ant. 1 ſhall remember. 11 85 
Ne Ceſar ſays, do this; it is notfores? d. ft * 


- Ceſc: Set on, and leave no ceremony out. 
Sooth. Ceſar. 0 12 9 o 795 A 


Cæſ. Ha who calls? Ae er en 9791 WET 


Caſ. Bid every noiſe be Gill; ; peace yet again. 
Ceſ. Who is it in the preſs that calls on me? 


hear a tongue ſhriller than all the muſick, 


Cry, Ceſar. * Speak ;-Ceſar is turned to hear. | auger 

Sooth. Beware the ides of March. if 9:71 

Ceſ. What man is that?: | 

Bru. A ſooth-ſayer. ide Jen, . — the, ider of 

March. oo 

Cef. Set him — me, * me * his face. 

Caſ. Fellow, come n on TIRE. W upon 
Caſar.. 

Ceſ. What ſay'ſt hou to-me now ? ſpeak once again, 

Sooth, Beware the ides of March. 

Ce/. He 1s a : dreamer, let us leave him; paſs, 

2 ¶Exeunt. Manent Brutus and Catia ius. 


SCENE. 1II. 


8 "EY you go ſee the Wen of the courſe ? 
Bru. Not I, +»; 
Caf, I pray you do. 
Bru. I am not gameſome; I do lack ſome part 
of that quick ſpirit that is in Antony: | 
Let me not hinder, Caſſius, your ee 
I'll leave you. | 
Caſe Brutus, I do obſerve you now of late; 5 
I bave not from your eyes that gentleneſs 
And ſhew of love, as I was wont to have; 
You bear too ſtubborn and too ſtrange a hand 
Over your friends that love you. 
Brau. Caſſrus, 
Be not deceiy'd : if I have veil d my ok, | 
1 | ] turn 


FJuurus CESAR. 7 
I turn the trouble of my countenance? . - 3 * 
I Meerlyupon my ſelf Vexed I am a | 
| Of late, with paſlibns;of ſome difference,” © 
Conceptions only proper to;my*ſelf, 
Which giv? ſome ſoil, perhaps, to my behaviour ? 
But let not therefore my good friends be griey'd, _ 
Among which number Caſſius be you __ 
Nor conſtrue any farthar my neglect; . 
Than that poor: Bm, with hirnſelf at war, 
Forgets the ſhews: of love to other me. 

Caſ. Then, Brutus, I have much miſtook your pallion ion 
By means whereof, this breaſt of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations 
Tell me, good Brutus, can you ſee your face? 
I Bru. No, Caſſius; for the eye ſees not it ſelf, 
Bur by reflection from lane other . | 

Caſ. *Tis juſt. | 
And it is very mak . Brusus | 
That you have no ſuch mirrors, as will turn 
Your hidden worthineſs into your eye, * 
That you might ſee your ſfadow. I have heard 
Where many of the beſt reſpect in Rome, 
(Except immortal Cæſar) ſpeaking of Brutus, 
And groaning underneath this age*s yoke, 
Have wiſh'd that noble Brutus had his eyes. 40% 

Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, 'Caſſ as, 
That you would have me ſeek into my ſelf, ' 
For that which is not in me? | 

Caſ. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar'd to bear: 3 
And ſince you know you cannot ſee your ſelf | 
So well as by reffection; I, your glaſs, 
Will modeftly diſcover to your ſelf 
That of your ſelf, which yet you know not of. 


And be not jealous of me; gentle Brutus: * 
Were Ja common laugher, or did uſe „ 
To ſtale with ordinary oaths my love 53 WAS 


To every new proteſtor ; if you know 
That I do faun on men, and hug them hard, 
And after ſcandal them; or if you know 
That I profeſs my ſelf-in banqueting | 


1 JuLlus CESAR. 
To all the rout, t e e n 
louriſhand ſbout. 
Bru. What means this owing 2 Ids e the people. | 
W Ceſar for their King. 
. Ay, do you fear it? | * 
| Then a I think you a not Wen it fa; 17% 
Bru. 1 would not, Caſſus; yet I love him well: * 
But wherefore do you hold me here ſo ib "oh 
What is it that you would impart tome? 18175 
If it be ought toward the general good, ; 
Set honour in one eye, and death i'ch' other, 7 
And 1 will look on both indifferently: - 
For let the Gods ſo ſpeed me, as I lde HE 
The name of honour, more than | fear — e 
Caſe 1 know that virtue to be in you, Brutus, | 
As well as I do know your outward favour. {71 
Well, bonour is the ſubject of my ſtory : 7 
1 cannot tell, what you and other men 
Think of this life; but for my ſingle fel, 
1 had as leif not be, as live tobe 
In awe of ſuch a thing as I'my ſelf; - 
I was born free as Ceſar, ſo were you, 
Wie both have fed as well, and we can both 
Endure the winter's cold, as well as he, 
For once, upon a raw and guſty day, | 
The troubled Tyber chafing with his ſhores, ; 
Ceſar ſays to me, dar'ſt thou Caſſius now PA, 
Leap in with me into this angry Wo 
And ſwim to yonder — — ? upon the word, * 
Accoutred as I was, I plunged inn, 
And bid him follow; ; ſo indeed he did. 
The torrent roar'd, and he did buffet it 0 1 
. With luſty ſinews, throwing it/alide, © | © 
And ſtemming it with: hearts of controverſi ie, 
But ere we could arrive the point propos d, 1 815 
Ceſar cry'd, Help me, Caſſius, or 1 ſink. b 
I, as Enueas, our great anceſtor, 
Did from the flames of Troy upon his Gente | 
The old Anchiſes bear, ſo, from the waves of Tyber 
Did I the tired Cæſar: and this man | 
A I; 


Jul ius CSA R. . OS 


Is now become a God, and Caſſies i is 
A wretched creature, and muſt bend his body, 
If Cæſar careleſly but nod on him. tetra” 
He had a fever when he was in Spain. is F 
And when the fit was on him, 1 did mark * 2H, 
How: he did ſhake: tis true, this God did lake, 188 
His coward lips did from their colour fly, | 
And that ſame eye, whoſe bend doth awe the world, 
Did loſe its luſtre}, 1 did hear him groan: 
Ay, and that tongue of his that bad the Romans 
Mark him, and write his ſpeeches i in their books, 
Alas! it cry'd— Give me ſome drink, Iitinius— 
As a ſick girl. Te Gods, it doth amaze me, 
A man of ſuch a feeble temper ſhould | 
So get the ſtart of the majeſtick world, © 
And bear the palm alone. 1 2 beben. nue. 

Bru. Another general ſhout! 
I do believe, that theſe applauſes are | 
For ſome new honours that are heap'd cg, | 

Caſ. * Why man;” he'dotli beſtride ine nacom world 
© Like a Coloſſus; and we petty men e 
Valk under his huge legs, and peep about 
o find our ſelves diſhonourable graves. 
Men at ſome times are, maſters of their fates: 
The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our ſtars, 
But in our ſelves, that we are „ underlings. 
Brutus, and Ceſar ! . what ſhould be in that Cæſar? 
4 Why Hou. that. AUD) be ſounded more than 

yours?? 2. +: 1 

* Write them together; yours is as fair a name:: 
sound them, it doth become the mouth as well; 
* Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure with em, 
Brutus will ſtart a ſpirit as ſoon as Cæſar. 
Now inthe names pf all. the Gods at once, 
© Upon what meat doth this our Cæſar feed, 
< That he is grown fo great? Age, thou art wane; 
© Rome, thou haſt loſt the breed of noble bloods. 
© When wentthere:by-ad age, ſince the great flood, 
© But it was fam'd.withmore than with one man? 
; 3 could they ſay, till now. that talk'd of b. 
Ja 6 K 


10 Julius CæSsAR. 

That her wide walls incompaſt but one man 

Oh! you and I have heard our fathers ſay, 
There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd. 


Th'eternal devil to keep his Hate: i in Rome. 
As eaſily as a King. | 
Bra. That you do Java me, 4 am nothing jealous 
What you would work me. to, I have ſome aim; 
How I have thought of this, and of theſe times 
1 ſhall recount hereafter : for this preſem, 
I would not (ſo with love I might intreat you) 
Be any farther moy'd..., What you have fad. 
I will en what you have to far,, 
I will with patience hear, and re 
Both meet to hear, and anſwer ſuch high things. 


Till then, my noble friend, chew n 
Brutias had rather be a villager, 


Than to repute himſelf a fon of Rome 
Under ſuch hard conditions, as this ume 


Is like uu lay upon us. ee 
.' Caf. Lam glad * mms M7 
Haye ſtruck but RAR ſhew.o e com 2 
Se EW , 
8 C E N E IV. me 1:53} N d 
Euter Cæſar and bis Tran. 


ru. The games are done, and Caſar is returni 
Caſ. As they paſs by, pluck a the ar ä 
And he will, after his four faſmon, tell you ' ws 
What hath proceeded. worthy note to-day. 
rn, L will do fo ; but look you C 
| | ſpot doth glow on Ceſar's , 
| And all the reſt look like a chidden train, 
Calphwrnia's cheek is pale, and Ciceros 
Looks with ſuch _ and ſuch aer mn 


- 


—̃ ———— —— — Ro 
| 1 1 | 
Now is it Rome indeed, and 3 

When there is in it but as 3 e Cv 

wo. Tou and I, S | 1 i 
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Julius CasaR 11 

As we — ſeen him in the Capital, 
Being croſt in conf rence with ſome ſenators. 
© Caf. Caſca will tell us what the matter is. 

E6„B 57. rio ws 2, 

Ant. Ceſar. . 8 

Ceſ, Let me have men about me that are fat, 
Sleek- headed men, and ſuch as ſleep a - nights: 
Yond Caſſius has a lean and hungry look, 
He thinks too much; ſuch men are dangerous, 
Ant. Fear him not, Cæſar, he's not dangerous, 
He is a noble Roman, and well given. 8 
Ceſ. Would he were fatter; but 1 fear him not: 
© Yet if my name were liable to fear, | 


© 1 do not know the man 1 ſhould avoid, 


© So ſoon as that ſpare Cafſues. He reads much, 

© He is a great obſerver, and he looks 

© Quite through the deeds of men. He loves no plays 
As thou doſt, Antony; he hears no muſick: _ 
* Seldom he ſmiles, and ſmiles in ſuch a fort 
© As if he mock'd himſelf, and ſcorn'd his ſpirit 


© That could be moved to ſmile at any thing, 


Such men as he be never at hearts eaſe, 

* Whilft they behold a greater than themſelves, 

And therefore are they very dangerous. 

I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd, 

© Than what I fear; for always I am Ceſar. 

Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf, 

And tell me truly, what thou think 'ſt of him. 
Zxeunt Cæſar and his Train. 


Hy SCENE V. : 
caſca. You pull'd me by the cloak, would you ſpeak 


with me ? 


Bru. Ay, Cafea, tell us what hath chanc ' d to-day, 


That Ceſar looks ſo ſad. 


Caſca. Why, you were with him, were you not ? 


Bru. I ſhould not then ask Caſca what had chanc'd. 
 Caſca. Why there was a crown offer'd him; and 


; bong offer'd him, he put it by with the back of his 


ind, thus, and then the people fell a ſhouting. 
2 25 | | Bru. 


I2 JuL1us,Ca5AR- 
Bru: What was the ſecond noiſe for? 1 1 Ca 
Caſca. Why, for that too. r ceiy'd 
Caſ. They nouted' nice: what was we ud 1 ; for? 1 he pl 
Caſ. Why, for that'tos. © | _throa 
Bru. Was the crown offer him thriee? 55 if 1 v 
Caſca. Ay marry was't, and he put it by tries, eve- migh 
ry time gentler than other ; and at every purying by, Wbei 
mine honeſt neighbours ſhouted. | | done, 
Caſe Who o er'd him the crown? r ſhips 
S 
Bru. Tell us the manner of it, bene Caſca. EL RS. orga 
Caſea. I can as well be hang d as" tell the manner of 133 be 
it: it Was meer foolery; 1 did not mark it. 1 ſaw | they 
Mark Antony offer him a crown, yet twas not a crown Br 
neither, 'twas one of theſe coronets; and, as 1 told Ca 
you, he put it by once; but for all that, to my think- | wig 
g. he would fan have had it. Then he offer'd it Ga 
15 Sica at f en he put it by again; but, to my | 85 
thinking, be was yer Mar to lay his fingers + 2 4 
And then he offer'd * it the third time; be put it the | 1 
third time b and ſtill as he refus'd i it, the rabblement | 72 3, 
houted, eh clapp'd' their chopt hands, and threw up | TE 
their ſweaty ni htꝰ caps, and uttered ſuch a deal of 2 * 
ſtinking” breath, becauſe Ceſar refus'd the crown, that Caſs 
it had almoſt choaked Ceſar, for he ſwooned, and fel! <3 
down at it: and for mine own part, I durſt not laugh | . a 
for fear of © ening my lips, and receiving the bad Air, ; 5 
Caſ. But ſoft 1 They you; what, did Ceſar ſwoon ? | 25 
Caſca. He ſell down in the market. place, and foam. d = Pros 
at mouth, and was ſpeechleſs, Y 7 8 
Bru. Tis very like, he bath the falling-ſickneſs. | 8 
Caſ. No, Cæſar hath it not; but you and I, = 
And honeſt Caſca; we have the falling ſickneſs. 1 
Caſca. I know not what you mean by that; but Iam | A 
ſure Cæſar fell down: If the? tag rag people did not of a 
clap him, and hiſs him, according as he pleas'd, and | How 
diſpleas'd them, as they uſe to do me . 8 in the This 
theatre, I am no true man. Wh: 
Bris What faid he, 1 he came unto himſelf? ? | wit 


b Fo. 7 1 4 5 i ; Gali. 
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Caſca. Marry, before he fell down, when he per- 
ceiv'd the common herd was glad he refus'd the crown, 
he pluckt me ope his doublet, and offer'd them his 
throat to cut: If I had been a man of any occupation 
if I would not have taken him at a word, I would L 
might go to hell among the rogues; and ſo he fell. 
When he came to himſelf again, he ſaid, If he had 
done, or ſaid any thing amiſs, he deſir'd their wor- 
ſhips to think it was his infirmity. Three or four 
wenches where I ſtood, cry'd, alas, good ſoul and 
forgave him with all their hearts: but there's no heed 
to be taken of them, if Ceſar had ſtabb'd their mothers 
they would have done no leſs, | 

Bru. And after that, he came, thus ſad, away. 


Caſca. Ay. | 

Caſ. Did Cicero ſay any thing? 
Caſca. Ay, he ſpoke Greek. 
Caſ. To what effect? 


Caſca. Nay, if I tell you that, I'll ne'er look you th? 
face again. But thoſe that underſtood him, ſmil'd at 


one another, and ſhook their heads; but for -mine 


own part it was Greek to me. I could tell you more 
news too: Murellus and Flavius, fot pulling ſcarfs off 


Cæſar's Images, are put to ſilence. Fare you well. 
There was more foolery yet, if I could remember it. 
Caſ. Will you ſup with me to-night, Caſca ? 
Caſca. No, I am promis'd forth. 
Caſ. Will you dine with me to-morrow ? 
Caſca. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and 
your dinner be worth-che eating. y 
Caſ. Good, I will expect you. 
Caſca. Do ſo: farewel both. [Exits 
Bru. What a blunt fellow is this grown to be ? 
He was quick mettle, when he went to ſchool, 
Caf. So is he now, in execution . 
Of any bold or noble enterprize, 
However he puts on this tardy form: 
This rudeneſs is a ſawce to his good wit, 
W hich gives men ſtomach to digeſt his words 


With better appetites. 


B | Br, 


7 


- 1 Juras CESAR. 
"Bru, And ſo it is: for this time I will leave you. 
To-morrow, if you pleaſe to ſpeak with me, 
I will come home to you; or if you will, 
Come home to me, and { will wait for you, - 
Caſ. I will do ſo; till then, think of the world. 
55 | [Exit Brutus. 
Well Brutus, thou art noble: yet I ſee 5 
Thy honourable mettle may be wrought 
From what it is diſpos'd, therefore tis meet 
That noble minds keep ever with their likes: 
For who ſo firm, that cannot be ſeduc'd? 
Ceſar doth bear me hard, but he loves Brutus. 
If I were Brutus now, and he were Caſſius, 
He ſhould not humour me. I will this night, 
In ſeveral hands, in at his windows throw, 
As if they came from ſeveral citizens, 
Writings, all tending to the great opinion 
That Rome holds of his name. Wherein obſcurely 
Ceſar's ambition ſhall be glanced at. EVP 
And after this, let Cæſar ar him ſure, 8 


8 


— | 
— 


| SCENT VI. 
Thunder and ligbining. Enter Caſca, his ſword drawn, 
| | and Cicero. 1 


Cic. O OD even, Caſca; brought you Cæſar home? 
| AT Why are you breathlefs, and why ſtare you ſo? 
Caſe, Are not you mov'd, when all the ſway of earth 
Shakes like a thing unfirm? O Cicero 
I have ſeen tempeſts, when the ſcolding winds 
Have riv'd the knotty oaks, and I have ſeen 
- Th' ambitious ocean ſwell, and rage, and foam, 
To be exalted with the threatning clouds: 
But never till to-night, never till now, 
Did I go through a tempeſt dropping fire. 
Either there is a civil ſtrife in heav'n, | 
Or elſe the world, too faucy with the Gods, 
Incenſes them to ſend deſtruction. | 1 
5 8 ic. 


For we will ſhake him, or worſe days endure. [ Exit. 


1 


/ 5 


5 
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Cic. Why, ſaw you any thing more wonderful ? 
caſe. A common ſlave, you know him well by ſight, 
Held up his left hand, which did flame and burn, 
Like twenty torches join'd ; and yet his hand, 
Not ſenſible of fire, remain'd unſcorch'd. 
Betides, (I ha' not ſince put up my ſword) 
Againſt the Capitol I met a lion, | 
Who glar'd upon me, and went ſurly by, 
Without annoying me. And there were drawn 
Upon a heap, a hundred gaſtly women | 
Transformed with their fear, who ſwore they ſaw- 
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the ſtreets. 
And yeſterday, the bird of night did ſit, 
Even at noon-day, upon the market-place, 
Houting and ſhrieking, When theſe prodigies 
Do ſo conjointly meet, let not men fay, 
Theſe are their reaſons, they are natural ; 
For I believe, they are portentous things 
Unto the climate that they point upon. 
Cic, Indeed, it is a ſtrange diſpoſed time : 
But men may conſtrue things after their. faſhion, 
Clean from the purpoſe of the things themſelves. . 
Comes Ceſar.to the Capitol to-morrow ? 
Caſc. He doth : for he did bid Antonius 
Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow. 
Cic, Good-night then, Caſca ; this diſturbed sxy 


Is not to walk in, 


Caſe, Farewel, Cicero. Exit Cicero. 
"SCENE VI. 
Enter Caſſius. 


Caſ. Who's there? 

Caſc. A Roman. 

Caſ. Caſca, by your voice. 

Caſc. Your ear is good. Caſſius, what night is this? 

Caſ. A very pleaſing night to honeſt men. 

Caſc. Who ever knew the heaveng menace ſo? 

Caſ. Thoſe that have known the earth ſo full of faults. 
For my part I have walk'd about the ſtreets, 


—_ GC” Sub- 


„ 6 Fates es. 
Submitting me unto the perillous night 3 
| And thus unbraced, Caſca, as you ſee, » _ 
Have bar'd my boſom to the thunder-ſtone : 
And when the croſs blue lightning ſeem'd to open 
| The breaſt of heav'n, I did preſent my ſelf 
| Ev'n in the aim and very flaſh of it, | 
Caſc. But wherefore did you ſo much tempt the 


- 


- 


| | heav'ns? | 
j It is the part of men to fear and tremble, 
| When the moſt mighty Gods, by tokens, ſerid 
1 Such dreadful heralds to aſtoniſh us. SPA 
| Caf. You are dull, Caſca; and thoſe ſpaiks of life 
j That ſhould be in a Roman, you do want, DRE 
| Or elſe you uſe not; you look pale, and gaze, 
| And put on fear, and caſt your felf in wonder, 
| To ſee the ſtrange impatience of the heav'ns: 
But if you would conſider the true cauſe, 
Why all theſe fires, why all theſe gliding ghoſts, 
a Why birds and beaſts, from quality and kind, 
| Why old men, fools, and children calculate; 


Why all theſe things change from their ordinance, _ 9 

| Their natures and pre-formed faculties . 

AM To monſtrous quality; why, you ſhall find, 
That heaven hath infus'd this with theſe ſpirits, _ 
To make them inſtruments of fear and warning, 
Unto fome monſtrous ſtate, 


Now could I, Caſca, name to thee a man 9 
Moſt like this dreadful night, „„ (Rt 3 
That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars 4 
| As doth a lion in the Capitol; . =_ 
A man no mightier. than thy ſelf or me, . 


In perſonal action; yet prodigious grown, 
And fearful, as theſe ſtrange eruptions are. 
Caſe. Tis Ceſar that you mean; is it not, Caſſus? 
Caſ. Let it be who it is: for Romans now 
Haye thewes and limbs like to their anceſtors; _ 
But woe the while, our fathers minds are dead, _ 
And we are goygrn'd with our mothers ſpirits, _ 


Our 


1 "Manners or capacities. Py as 
. . 
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Our yoke nnd ſuff rance ſnew us womaniſn. | 
Caſc. Indeed, they ſay, the Senators to-morrow 
Mean to eſtabliſh Ceſar as a King: 
And he ſhall wear his crown by ſea, and land, 
In every place, ſave here in 7aly. | 
1 know where 1 will wear this dagger then. 
* Caſſius from bondage will deliver Caſſius. 
© Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak moſt ſtrongg * 
© Therein, ye Gods, you tyrants do defeat x 
© Nor ſtony tower, nor walls of beaten braſs, 
Nor airleſs dungeon, nor ſtrong links of iron, 
Can be retemtive to the trengck of ſpirit: 
But life, being weary of theſe worldly bars, 
Never lacks power to diſmiſs it ſelf. | - 
If I know this ; know all the world beſides, 
That part of tyranny, that I do bear, 
Lcan ſhake off at pleaſure. | 
Cay cant 
So every bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to cancel his captivity, 
Caſ. And why ſhould Cæſar be a tyrant then? 
Poor man! I know he would not be a wolf, 
But he that ſees the Romans are but ſheep; 
He were no lion, were not Romans hinds. N 
Thoſe that with haſte will make a mighty fire, 
Begin it with weak ſtraws. What traſh is Rome? 
What rubbiſh, and what offal ? when it ſeryes 
For the baſe matter to illuminate 
So vile a thing as Ceſar ? But, oh grief! 
Where haſt thou led me? 1, perhaps, ſpeak this 
Before a willing bondman : then 1 know 
My anſwer muſt be made. But 1 am arm'd, 
And dangers are to me indifferent. 8 
Caſc. You ſpeak to Caſca, and to ſuch a man, 
That is no flearing tell-tale. Hold, my hand: 
Be factious for redreſs of all theſe griefs, | 
And I will ſet this foot of mine as. far, 
As who goes fartheſt. _ . 
Caſ. There's a bargain made. | | 
Now know you, Caſca, I have moy'd already 
B 3 Some 


K A A a XR X © 


Repair to Pompey's.porch, where you ſhall find us. 


18 Juris Casar, 
Some certain of the nobleſt- minded Romans, 


To undergo, with me, an enterprize, 
Of honourable dang'rous conſequencde: 


And I do know, by this they ſtay for me 


In Pompey's porch, For now this fearful night, 

There is no ſtir, or walking in the ſtreets; 

And the complexion of the element | 

Is fev'rous, like the work we have in hand, 

Moſt bloody, . fiery, and moſt, terrible, 9150 

| Enter Cinna, © 5 
Caſc. Stand cloſe a while, for here comes one in haſte, 
Caſ. Tis Cinna, I do know him by his gate. 

He is a friend. Cinna, where haſte you ſo? 

Cin. To find out you: who's that, Metellus Cimber ? 
Caſ. No, it is Caſca, one incorporate | 

To our attempts.” Am I not ſtaid for, Cinna ? 

Cin. I'm glad on't. What a fearful night is this? 
There's two or three of us have ſeen ſtrange ſights. _ 
Caſ. Am I not ſtaid for? tell me. 5 

Cin. Yes you are. ihr 
O Caſſius] could you win the noble Brutus 
To our party — ACS 1 ; 
Caſ. Be you content. Good Cinna take this paper, 
And loof you lay it in the Prætor's chair, | 
Where Brutus may but find it; and throw this 
In at his window.; ſet this up with wax 
Upon old Brutus ſtatue : all this done, 


i 


Is Decius Brutus, and Trebonius there? 
Cin. All, but Metellus Cimber, and he's gone 

To ſeek you at your houſe. Well, 1 will hie, 

And ſo beſtow theſe papers as you bad me. 


Caſ. That done, repair to Pompey's theatre. 


See Brutus at his houſe; three parts of him 
Is ours already, and the man entire 
Upon the next unter yeilds him ours. ; 
Caſc. O, he ſits high in all the peoples hearts: 
. q 2 


i 223 | | Exit Cinna. 
Come Caſca, you and 1 will, yet, ere day, 51 


And | 
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And that which would appear offence in us. 

His countenance, like richeſt alchymy, _ 

Will change to virtue, and to worthyneſs. obs 
Caſ. Him, and his worth, and our great need of him, 

You have right well conceited; let us go, 

For it is after mid-night, and: ere day „ 446i 

We will awake him, and be ſure of him,  F[Exeunt. 


A GARDEN. 


Enter Brutus, 


7 HAT Larius! ho! 
S 7 J cannot, by the progreſs of the ſtars, 
4 Give gueſs how near to day Lis, 
We I fay! = 
1 would it were my fault to ſleep ſo 
ſoundly. 2 


When, Lucius, when? awake, I ſay! what, Lucius“ 


Enter Lucius. 
Luc. Call'd you, my lord? 

Bru. Get me a taper in my ſtudy, Luc ius: 

When it is lighted, come and call me here. | 
Luc. I will, my lord, LE. 
Bru, It muſt be by his death! and for my part, 

I know no perſonal cauſe to ſpurn at him, 

But for the general. He would be crown'd — 

How that might change his nature, there's the queſtion. 

It is the bright day that brings forth the adder, : 

And that craves wary walking; crown him——that— 

And then I grant we put a ſting in him, 

That at his will he may do danger withay 

Th' abuſe of greatneſs is, when it disjoins 
| | Remorſe 
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Remorſe from power: and to ſpeak truth of Cæſar, 
I have not known when his affections fWwWay  _ 
More than his reaſon. But tis a common proof, 
That lowlineſs is young ambition's ladder, 
© Whereto the climber upward turns his face; 
© But when he once attains the upmoſt round, 
He then unto the ladder turns bis back, 
Looks in the clouds, ſcorning the baſe degrees 
By which he did aſcend ; ſo Ceſar may: We 
Then, leſt he may, prevent. And ſince the quarrel 
Will bear no colour, for the thing he is, | 
Faſhion it thus 5 that what he is, augmented, '_ 
Would run to theſe, and theſe extremities : 
And therefore think him as a ſerpem's egg. 
Which hatch'd, would, as his kind, grow miſchievous : 
And kill him in the ſhell, 


Ep Lucius. + : 
Luc. The taper burneth in your cloſet, 
Searching the window for a flint, I found 
This paper, thus ſeal'd up, and I am ſure 
It did not lye there, when 1 went to bed. | 
1. [Gives him the letter. 1 
Bru. Get you to bed again, it is not day: E | 
Is not to-morrow, boy, the firſt of March? 2 
Luc. I know not, Sir. | 
Bru. Look in the kalendar, and bring me word. 'Y 
j ITE .C. > Exit. 'Y 
Bru. The exhalations, whizaing in the air, | 3 
Give ſo much light; that I may read by them. 
| | (opens the letter, and reads, 
Brutus, thou ſleep'ſi ; awake, and fee thy ſelf : 
Shall Rome, —— ſpeak, ſirike, redreſs. =, 
Brutus, Zhou ſleep'ſt: awake, 
Such inſtigations have been often dropt, 
Where I have took them Ws... 


Sir: 


i 


_ Shall Rome —— thus muſt I piece it out, 7 
Shall Rome ſtand under one man's awe 2 what, Rome 2 5 
My anceſtors did from the ſtreets of Rome 5 


The Tarquin drive, when he was call'd a King. 
5 Speak, 
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Speak, ſtrike, redreſs —— am I entreated then 
To ſpeak, and ſtrike ? O Rome! I make thee promiſe, 
If the redreſs will follow, thou receiv'{t 


Thy full petition. at the hand of Brutus! 


Enter Lucius. 
Luc. sir, March is waſted fifteen days, 
[ Knock within. 

Bru, Tis good: Go to the gate, ſome body knocks: 
Since Caſſius firſt did whet me "againſt Cer, 
J have not ſlept 
© Between the acting of a dreadful thing, | 
And the firſt, motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantaſma, or a hideous dream: 
The genius, and the mortal inſtruments 
Are then in council; and the ſtate of man, 
Like to a little kingdom, ſuffers then, 
The nature of an ialurceRion, 


Enter Lucius. N 
Luc, Sir, tis your, brother Caſſius at the » doar, 
Who doth deſire to ſee you, 7 120 
Bru. Is he alone? | 
Luc, No, Sir, there are more with him. 
Bru. Do you know them ? 
Luc. No, Sir, their are pluckt about their ears, 
And half their faces buried in their cloachs, 
That by no means I may. diſcover them, 
By any mark of favour, 5 1 
Bru, Let them enter... Exit Lucius 
They are the faction. O conſpiracy ! 


Sham'ſt thou to ſhew thy dang'rous brow by night, 


When evils are moſt free? O then, by day 
W here wilt thou find a cavern dark enough, 


To mask thy monſtrous viſage ? Teek none, W 
Hide it in ſmiles and affability; 


For if thou march, thy native ſemblance on, 


Not Erebus it ſelf were dim enough, 
To hide thee from , 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 


Enter Caſſius, Caſca, Decius Cinna, Metellus, 
| ; and Trebonius. | 

Caſe. think we are too bold upon your reſt; 

Good morrow, Brutus; do we trouble you ? | 
Bru, I have been up this hour, awake all night. 

Know I theſe men that come along with you ? LAſide. 
Caſe. Yes, every man of them; and no man here 

But honours you ; and every one doth wiſh 

You had but that opinion of your ſelf, 

Which every noble Roman bears of you. 

Is. is robo. fe; 4 

Bru. He is welcome hither. © 
Caſ. This, Decius Brutus. 
Bru. He is welcome too. 0 
Caſ. This, Caſca; this, Cinna; 

And this, Metellus Cimber. 

„ nn, all Welcome. 
What watchful cares do interpoſe themſelves 
Betwirt your eyes and nig lit 

Caſ. Shall I entreat a word? They whiſper. 
Dec. Here lies the Eaſt: doth not the day break here? 
Caſc. No. | | 
Cin. O pardon, Sir, it doth, and yon grey lines, 
That fret the clouds, are meſſengers of day. | 
Caſc. You ſhall confeſs that you are both deceiv'd: 
Here as I point my ſword, the ſun ariſes, 
Which is a great way growing on the South _ 
Weighing the youthful ſeaſon of the year. 
Some two months hence, up higher toward the North 
He firſt preſents his fire, and the high Eaſt * 
Stands as the Capitol, directly here. 
Bu. Give me your hands all over, one by one. 
Caſ. And let us ſwear our refolution. | 
Bru. No not an oath : if not the face of men, 
The ſufferance,of our ſouls, the time's abuſe, | 
If theſe be motives weak, break off betimes, 
And ev'ry man hence to his idle bed : 


th 
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So let high - ſighted tyranny range on, 

Till each man drop by lottery, But if theſe, 

As I am ſure they do, bear fire enough 

To kindle cowards, and to ſteel with valour  _ 
The melting ſpirits of women; then, countrymen, 


What need we any ſpur, but our own cauſe 


To prick us to redreſs ? what other bond, 

Than ſecret Romans, that have ſpoke the word, 
And will not palter? and what other oath, 735 
Than honeſty to honeſty engag'd, ä 

That this ſhall be, or we will fall for it. 

Swear prieſts, and cowards, and men cautelous, 
Old feeble carrions, and ſuch ſuffering ſouls - 
That welcome wrongs : unto bad cauſes, ſwear 
Such creatures as men doubt; but do not ſtain 
The even virtue of our enterprize, 

Nor th' inſuppreſſive mettle of our ſpirits ; 

To think, that or our cauſe, or our performance, 
Did need an oath. When ev'ry drop of blood 


That ev'ry Roman bears, and nobly bears, 


Is guilty of a ſeveral baftardy, 
If he doth break the ſmalleſt particle : 
Of any promiſe that hath: paſt from him? 
Caſ. But what of Cicero? ſhall we ſound him? 
I think he will ſtand very ſtrong with us. 
Caſc. Let us not leave him out. 
Cin. No, by no means. 
Met. O let us have him, for his ſilver hairs 
Will purchaſe us a good opinion, 
And buy mens voices to commend our deeds : 
It ſhall be ſaid, his judgment rul'd our hands; 
Our youths and wildneſs ſhall no whit appear, 
But all be buried in his gravity. 8 
Bru. O name him not: let us not break with him, 
For he will never follow any thing 
That other men begin. 
Caf. Then leave him out. 
| Caſc. Indeed, he is not fit. 
Dec. Shall no man elſe be touch'd, but only Ceſar ? 
Caf. Decius, well urg d: I think it is not meet, ; 
| Mar 
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Mark Antony, fo well belov'd of Ceſar, 

Should out-live Ceſar : we ſhall find of him 

A ſhrew'd contriver. And you know, his means, 

If he improve them, may well ſtretch ſo far, 

As to annoy us all; which to prevent, 

Loet Axton) and Ceſar fall together, | 
Bru. Our courſe will ſeem too bloody, Caius Caſſius, 

To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs; 

Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards; 

For Antony is but a limb of Cæſar. ; 

Let us be ſacrificers, but not butchers: _ 

We all ſtand up againſt the ſpirit of Cæſar, 

And in the ſpirit of man there is no blood: 

O that we then could come by Ceſar's ſpirit, 

And not diſmember Ceſar ! but, alas! 

Ceſar muſt bleed for it. And, gentle friends, 

Let's kill him, boldly, but not wrathfully ; - 

Let's carve him as a diſh fit for the Gods, 

Not hew him as a carkaſs fit for hounds, 

And let our hearts, as ſubtle maſters do, 

Stir up their ſervants to an act of rage, 

And after ſeem to chide them. This ſhall make 

Our purpoſe neceſſary, and not envious : 

Which ſo appearing to the common eyes, 

We ſhall be call'd purgers, not murderers. + 

And for Mark Antony, think not of him: 

For he can do no more than Cæſar's arm, 

When Cæſar's head is off. | 
Caſ. Yet I do fear him; 

For the ingrafted love he bears to Cæſar 
Bru, Alas, good Caſſius, do not think of him: 

If he love Cæſar, all that he can do | 

Is to bimſelf take thought, and die for Ceſar. 

And that were much he ſhould; for he is giv'n 

To ſports, to wildneſs, and much company. 

. Treb., There is no fear in him; let him not die, 

For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. 

40 SET An [Clock ſtrikes. 


* 
Treb, 


| 2; Peace, count the clock. 
Caf. The clock hath ſtricken three. 


Treb. 'Tis time to part, 

Caſ. But it is doubtful yet, 
If Ceſar will come forth to-day, or no: 
For he is ſuperſtitious grown of late, 
(Quite from the main opinion he held once) 


Of fantaſie, of dreams, and ceremonies ; 


It may be, theſe apparent prodigies, 


The unaccuſtom'd terror of this night, 


And the perſuaſion of his augurers, _ 
May hold him from the Capitol to-day. 
Dec. Never fear that; if he be ſo reſoly'd, 
I can o'er-ſway him; for he loves to hear, 
That unicorns may be betray'd with trees, 
And bears with glaſſes, elephants with holes, 
Lions with toils, and men with flatterers, 
But when I tell him, he hates flatterers, 
He ſays he does; being then moſt flattered. 
Leave me to work: . 
For I can give his humour the true bent; 
And I will bring him to the Capitol. 
Caſ. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him. 
Bru, By the eighth hour, is that the uttermoſt ? 
Cin, Be that the uttermoſt, and fail not then, 
Met. Caius Tigarius doth bear Ceſar hatred, 
Who rated him for ſpeaking well of Pompey ; 
I wonder none of you have thought of him. 
Bru. Now good Metellus go along to him: 
He loves me well; and I have giv'n him reaſons : 
Send him but hither, and II falkion him. 
Caſ. The morning comes upon's; we'll leaye you, 
Brutus, RE 
And friends! diſperſe your ſelves 3 but all remember 
What you have ſaid, and ſhew your ſelves true Romans. 
Bru, Good Gentleman, look freſh and merrily; 


Let not our looks put on our purpoſes, 


But bear it as our Roman actors do, 
With untir'd ſpirits, and formal conſtancy; | 
And ſo good-morrow to you every one, [Exeunt. 
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Manet Brutus. 
Boy! Lucius! faſt aſleep? it is no matter, 
Enjoy the honey ·heavy-dew of ſlumber : 
Thou haſt no figures, nor no fantaſies, 
Which buſie care draws in the brains of men; 
Therefore thou fleep'ſt ſo ſoundec. 
JJ + Oo 
3 Enter Portia. 3% 
Por. Brutus, my lord! . 
Bru. Portia, what mean you? wherefore riſe you now? 
It is not for your health thus to commit . 
Your weak condition to the raw cold morning. 
Por. Nor for yours neither. You've ungently, Brutus, 
Stole from my bed: and yeſternight at ſupper 
You ſuddenly aroſe and walk'd about. 
Muſing and ſighing, with your arms a-croſs 
And when I ask'd you what the matter was, 
You ſtar'd upon me with ungentle looks. 
urg d you further, then you ſcratch'd your head, 
And too impatiently ſtamp'd with your foot: 
Yet I inſiſted, yet you anſwer'd not, 
But with an angry wafture of your hand, 
Gave ſign for me to leave you : ſo I did, _ 
Fearing to ftrngthen that impatience, _ 
Which ſeem'd'top much inkindled; and withal, 
Hoping it was but an effect of humour, 
Which ſometime hath his hour with every man. 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor ſleep; . 
And could it work ſo much. upon your ſhape, 
As it hath much preyail'd on your condition, © 
1 ſhould not know you, Brutus. Dear, my lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cauſe of grief. 
Bru. I am not well in health, and that is all. 
Por, Brutus is Wiſe, and were he not in health, 
He would embrace the means to come by it 
Bru. Why ſo I do: good Portia, go to bed. 
Por. Is Brutus lick? and is it phyſical 


To 


ro 


* 
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To walk unbraced, and ſuck up the humours | 
Of the dank morning? what, is Brutus ſick ? 

And will he ſteal out of his wholeſom bed, 

To dare the vile contagion of the night? 

And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air, 

To add unto his ſickneſs ? no, my Brutus, 

You have ſome ſick offence within your mind, 

Which, by the right and virtue of my place 

I ought te know of: and upon my knees, 


I charge you, by my once-commended beauty, 


By all your vows of love, and that great yow 
Which did incorporate and make us one, 
That you unfold to me your ſelf, your half, 
Why you are heavy ? and what men to-night 
Have had reſort to you? for here have been 
Some ſix or ſeven, who did hide their faces 
Eyen from darkneſs. 
Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia. | 
Por. I ſhould not need, if you were gentle Brutus. 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 
Is it excepted, I ſhould know no ſecrets 
That appertain to you? am I your ſelf, 
But as it were in ſort, or limitation? 
To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed, 
And talk to you? dwell I but in the ſuburbs 
Of your good pleaſure? if it be no more, 
Portia is Brutus harlot, not his wife. 
Bru, You are my true and honourable wife, 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops 
That viſit my fad heart. 127 


por. If this were true, then fhould I know this ſecret, 


L grant I am a woman; but withal, | 


A woman that lord. Brutus took to wife : 
I grant I am a woman ; but withal, 
A woman well reputed ; Cato's daughter. 


Think you, I am no ſtronger than my ſex, 


Being ſo father'd, and ſo husbanded ? | 
Tell me your counſels, I will not difcloſe them: 
I have made ſtrong proof of my conſtancy, 


Giving my ſelf a voluntary wound 


C2 Here, 


I —— ———— Re ee —_— — 
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Here, in the thigh : can I bear that with patience, 
And not my husband's ſecrets? 

Bru. O ye Gods! 
Render me worthy of this noble wife. | [Knock, 
Hark, hark, one knocks :: Poriza, go in a hill, 
And by and by thy boſom ſhall partake 
The ſecrets of my heart. | 
All my engagements I will conſtrue to thee, 
All the charactery of my fad brows. 5 
Leave me with haſte. 5 [Exit Portia, 


Enter Lucius and Ligarius. 

Lucius, who's there that knocks? W 
Luc, Here is a ſick man that would ſpeak with: you. 
Bru, Caius Ligarius, that Metellus ſpake of. 

Boy, ſtand aſide, Caius Ligarius! how? 

Cai. Vouchſafe good morrow from a feeble tongue. 
Bru. O what a time have you choſe out, brave Cains, 
To wear a kerchief? would you were not ſick! 
Cai. I am not fick, if Brutus have in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of honour, 
Bru, Such an exploit have 1 in hand, Ligarins, 

Had you an healthful ear to hear of it. 45 
Cai. By all the Gods the Romans bow before, | 

7 here diſcard my ſickneſs. Soul of Rome, 

Brave fon, deriy'd from honourable loins, 

Thou like an exorciſt haſt conjur'd up 

My mortified ſpirit. Now bid me run, 

And I will ſtrive with things impoſſible,  - 

Yet get the better of them. What's to do? - 
Bru. A piece of work, that will make ſiek nien whole. 
Cai. But are not ſome whole that we muſt make lick? 
Bru. That muſt we alſo, What it is, my Caius, ' 

I ſhall unfold to thee, as we are going, | 

To whom it muſt be done. 

Cai. Set on your foot, 
And with a heart new-fir'd I follow: e iF 

To do I know not what: but it —_ 
That Brutus leads me on. 
Bru, Follow me then. 


Sy 
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SEE NE AV. 
Ceæſar's Palace. 
Thunder and Lightning. Enter Julius Cæſar. 


Cæſ. \ TOR 1 nor earth have been at peace to- 
CT -- nig 53 | 1 1 | 
Thrice hath Calphurnia in her ſleep cry'd out, 
Help, ho; they murder Cæſar. Who's within 2: 
Enter a Servant. 


Ser. My lord. vx: 
Caæſ. Go bid the prieſts do preſent ſacrifice, 
And bring me their opinions of ſucceſs, 

Ser. I will my lord. | eit. 

| Enter Calphurnia. | 

Cal. What mean you, Ceſar? think you to walk forth? 
You ſhall not ſtir out of your houſe to-day.. | 

Cæſ. Ceſar ſhall forth; the things that threatned mes 
Ne'er lookt but on my back: when they ſhall ſee 
The face of Ceſar, they are vaniſhed, 

Cal. Ceſar, I never ſtood on ceremonies, 
Yet now they fright me: there is one within, 
(Beſides the things that we Raye heard and ſeen) 
Recounts moſt horrid ſights ſeen by the watch. 


A lioneſs hath whelped in the ſtreets, 


And graves have yaun'd and yielded up their dead 3; 
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds, 
In ranks and ſquadrons and right form of war, 
Which drizzled blood upon the. Capitol: 

The noiſe of battle 4 hurtled in the air, 

Horſes did neigh, and dying men did groan, _ 
And ghoſts did ſhriek and ſqueal about the fireets; 
O Ceſar ! theſe things are beyond all uſe, 

And 1 do fear them. | 


62 Ge/,. 
| burtled or skir miſb d. 


20 Julius Cs AR. 


- © The valiant never taſte of death but once: 
7 Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 


And for thy humour, I will ſtay at home. 
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Gal. What can be avoided. Ab 
Whoſe end is purpos'd by the mighty Gods! 
Yet Ceſar ſhall go forth: for theſe predictions 
Are to the world in general, as to Ceſar. 
Cal. When beggars die, there are no comets ſeen, 
The heay'ns themſelves blaze forth the death of princes. 


Ce. Cowards die many times before their deaths, 


© It ſeems to me mot ſtrange. that men ſhould fear: 
© Seeing that death, a neceſſary end, WE 
Will come, when it will come. 
2 Enter à Servant. 
What ſay the Augurs ? 5 5 
Ser. They would not have you to ſtir forth to-day. 
Plucking the entrails of an offering forth, | 
They could not find a heart within the beaft, 
Cæſ. The Gods do this in ſhame of cowardiſe: 
Ceſar ſhould be a beaſt without a heart 
If he ſhould ſtay at home to-day for-fear,* 
Cal. Alas, my lord, | 
Your wiſdom is conſum'd in confidence: 
Do not go forth to-day ; call it my fear, 
That keeps you in the houſe, and not your own. 
We'll ſend Mark Antony te the Senate-houſe, 
And he will ſay you are not well to-day: 


let me, upon my knee, prevailin this, 


Cef. Mark Antony ſhall ſay 1 am not well, 


— 


. to day for fear: | Hi 
No, Ceſar ſnall not; Danger knows full well, 
That Ceſar is more dangerous than he, 
We heard two lions litter'd in one day,, 


And I the elder and more terrible; 


And Ceſar ſhall go forth. 
Cal. Alas, Cc. 


Jurrus CaSak 37 


SCENE v. 
nnd ei Enter Decius. Thy | 
Here's Decius Brutus, he ſhall tell them ſo. 
Dec. Ceſar, all hail ! good-morrow, worthy Cæſar, 
I come to fetch you to the Senate-houſe. 
Ceſ. And you are come in very happy time, 
To bear my greeting ta the Senators ö 
And tell them that I will not come to-day : * 
Cannot is falſe, and that I dare not, falſer ;- 
I will not come to-day; tell them ſo, Decius. 
Cah Sar hen fe , 
Cæſ. Shall Ceſar ſend a lye? 
Have I in conqueſt ftretcht mine arm ſo far, 
To be afraid to tell grey-beards the truth * 
Decius, go tell them Ceſar will not come. | 
Dec. Moſt mighty C#ſar, let me know ſome cauſe, 
Leſt I be laught at when. J tell them ſo,, | 
Ceſ. The cauſe is in my will, I will not come; 
That is enough to' ſatisfy the Senate. | 
But for your private ſatisfaction, | 
Becauſe I love you, I will let you know, 
Calphurnia here, my wife, ſtays me at home: 
She dreamt laſt night ſhe ſaw my ſtatue,” 
Which like a fountain, with an hundred ſpouts, 
Did run pure blood; and many luſty Romans 
Came ſmiling, and did. bathe their hands in it. 
Theſe ſhe applies for warnings and portents, 
And evils imminent ; and on her knee 
Hath begg'd that I will ſtay at home to-day. 
Dec. This dream is all amiſs interpreted: 
It was a viſion fair and fortunate : 
Jour ſtatue ſpouting blood in many pipes, 
In which fo many ſmiling Romans bath'd; 
Signifies that from you great Rome ſhall ſuck ' 
Reviving blood, and that great men ſhall preſs- 
For tinctures, ſtains, relicks, and cogniſance. 
This by Calphurnia's dream is ſignify d. 
Caeſ. And this way have you well expounded it. = 
| bc. 
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Dec. I have, when you have heard what 1 can a7 


And know it now, the Senate Davy concluded 


To give this day a crown to mighty Ceſar. 

If you ſhall ſend them word\yGu will not come, 
Their minds may change. Beſides, it were a mock 
Apt to be render'd, for ſome one to fay, 

© Breakup the Senate till another time, 

© When Ceſar's wife ſhall meet with better dreams: 
If Ceſar hide himſelf, ſhall they not Wipes, T4 
Lo Ceſar is afraid! 1 8 
Pardon me, Caſar, for my dear dear love 

To your proceeding bids me tell you this: 

And reaſon to my fo is liable. 


Cæſ. How fooliſh do your fears ſeem now, Calpharnia ? 
I am aſhamed I did yield to them. 


Give me my in or I will go: 


os SCENE VL 
Enter | Bruns, „ Ac Metellus, Caſts, Teen 
Cinna and Publius. . 


And look where Publius is come to ferch | me. 
Pub. Good-morrow, Ceſar. 
Cæſ. Welcome, Publius. X 

What Brutus, are you ſtirr'd ſo early too > 

Good-morrow Caſca + Caius Ligarius, 

Ceſar was ne'er- ſo much your enemy, 

As that ſame ague which bath made _m; lan, 

What is't a-clock ? | ata 
| Bru. Cæſar, tis irucken eight. x vs 
Caſ. I ma you: for your pains and courteſie. 


Enter Antony. 


See Antony, that revels long a- nights 
Is notwithſtanding up. Good- morrow, Antony. 

Ant. So to moſt noble Cæſar. 

cæſ. Bid them prepare within: 
1am to blame to be thus waited for. x7 
Now Cinna ; now Metellus , what, Treboniu | 
I haye an hour's talk in ſtore for you, 1 
. 83 Mn | Remember 


i bs 
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Remember that you call on me to-day | 
Be near me, that I may remember you. 
Treb. Ceſar, I will; and ſo near will 1 be, [Aſide. 
That your beſt friends fhall wiſh I had been further. 
Ce/. Good friends go in, and taſte ſome wine with me 
And we, like friends, will ſtraightway go together. 
Bru. That every like is not the ſame, O Ceſar, LAſide. 
The heart of Brutus earns to think upon! ILExeunt. 


* , 
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| Enter Artemidorus reading a paper. is hs 
ASAR, Beware of Brutus, take heed of Caſſius, 

come not near Caſca, have an eye to Cinna, zruſt 

nor Trebonius, mark well Metellus Cimber, Decius 

Brutus loves thee not; thou haſt wrong d Caius Ligarius. 

There is but one mind in all theſe men, and it is bent 


agianſi Cæſar. If thou bheeſt not immortal, look about 
zhee : ſecurity gives way to conſpiracy. The mighty Gods 


defend thee, © . | 
f s Thy lover Artemidorus. 


Here will 1 ſtand, till Cæſar paſs along, 
And as a ſuitor will I give him this: 


My heart laments, that virtue-cannot live 


Out of the teeth of emulation. | s i213 Iiegt 4 
If thou read this, O Ceſar, thou may'ſt live; 
If not, the fates with traitors do contrive. xi. 


Enter Portia and Lucius. 


Por, I pr'ythee, boy, run to the ſenate-houſe. 
Stay not to anſwer me, but get thee gone: 
Why doſt thou ſtay ?: EEE RY 
Luc, To know my errand, Madam, 


Por. I would have had thee there, and here again, 
Ere I can tell thee. what thou ſhouldſt do there 


O con- 


34 Jurius CESAR. 
O conſtancy, be ſtrong upon my ſide, 
Set a huge mountain tween my heart and tongue: : 
I have a man's mind, but a woman's might: 
How hard it is for women to * 8 : 
Art thou here yet?: 

Luc. Madam, what ſhould 1 S067 ....- 
Run to the Capitol, and nothing elſe 2. 
And ſo re eturn to you, and nothing at 

Por. Yes, bring me word, dog If thy lord look well, 
For he went ſickly forth: and take good note, 
What Ceſar doth, what ſuitors 4. to him. | 
Hark boy ! what 'noiſe is that? F 

Luc. IJ hear none, Madam. 8 

Por. Pr'ythee liften well > 
heard a buſtling rumour like a fray, / - 
ha; > the wind brings it from the Capitol. 

L Sooth, . Madam 1 hear nothing. 


Enter Artemidorus. 


+ Pope Dome liber fellow, which way haſt thou been? 
A. At mne own houſe, good . 8 
Hen kat ist a clock? 
Art. About the ninth Bou, lady. 
Por, Is Cæſar yet gone to the . 
Art. Madam, not yet; 1 go to take my Me, 
Ts ſee him paſs on to the Capitol. 
Por. Thou haſt ſome ſuit to oy Gel haſt thou n 
Art. That I have, lady, if it will pleaſe mM 
To be ſo good to-Cefar, as to hear _m_ 

I ſhall beſeech him to defend "himſelf, - 
Gy Why Eno it thou any harm intended row'eds 
Art. None that I = will * much that 1 "ai 

Good-morrow to you. Here the ſtreet is narrow: 

The throng that follows Ceſar at the heels 

Of Senators, of Prætors, common ſui tors, 

Will crowd a feeble man almoſt to death: 

Ill get me to a place more void, and there FB 

Speak to great Cefar as he rant nee Exit. 
Fer. I muſt go in—aye me! how weak a ung 


its 
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The heart of woman is! O Brutus ! Brutus! 
The heavens ſpeed. thee in thine enterprize. 
Sure the boy heard me: Brutus hath a ſuit 
That Ceſar will not grant. O, I grow faint: 
Run, Lucius, and commend. me to my lord, 
Say I am merry; come to me again, . 2 
And bring me word what he doth ſay to thee. Zxeunt. 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 


* 


Metellus, Trebonius, Cinna, Antony, Lepidus, Artemi- 
dorus, Popilius, and the Sootſhſaqers. 


Eides of March are comm. 
%=5 Soth, Ay, Cæſar, but not gone. 
2 Art. Hail, Ceſar ; read this ſehedule. 
Dec. Trebonius doth deſire you to o'er- 
A I  KRDAE 
At your beſt leiſure, this his humble ſuit, 
Art. O Ceſar, read mine firſt; for mine's a ſuit 
That touches Cæſar nearer. Read it, Ceſar. 
Cæſ. What touches us our ſelf, ſhall be laſt ſery'd. 
Art. Delay not, Ceſar, read it inſtantly, __ 
Cæſ. What, is the fellow mad ? 4” 
r 
Caſ. What, urge you your petitions in the ſtreet ? 
Come to the Capitol, 
Pop. 1 wiſh your enterprize to-day may thrive. 
| Caf, What enterprize, Popiliu ? Pib 


36 J ur Ius C48 Af. 
Pop. Fare you well. ; 
Bru. What ſaid Popilius usr een 12 116904 £1] 
Caſ. He wilh'd" 5 our enterprize. a thrive : 
1 fear our purpoſe is deve , 
Bru. Look how he makes to Ceſar; mark him. 
Caſ. Caſta, be ſudden, ſor we fear prevention. 
Brutus, what ſhall 'be done? if this be. 2 Fg 
Caſſtius or Ceſar never ſhall turn —_—_— -”” 
For I will ſlay by, ſelf. | | 
2 Callas be conſtant: 825 W 
Hog 2 ſpeaks not We 'oſes, * He e 
For look he files, and Ceſar 40 not 8 
Caſ. Trebonius knows his time; for look you, Brutus, 
He draws Mark- Antony out of the Way”. -- 
Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber ? let him go, 
And preſently prefer his ſuit to Cæſar. 
Bru, He is addreſt ; preſs near, and ſecond him. 
Cin. Caſca, you are the firſt that rears your hand. 
Caf. Are we all ready? what is now amiſs, 
That Ceſar and his Senate muſt redreſs? TEE 
Met, Moſt high, moſt ' mighty, and moſt puiſſant 
Ceſar, 
Metellus Cimber throws before thy uu [Kneeling 
An humble heart, E 
ow I muſt prevent thee, Cimber; „ 
The .conchings and theſe Jowly gun f 
Might fire the blood of ordinary _..::..: 
And turn pre-ordinance and firft decree 
Into the lane of children. Be not fond, 
To think that Ce/ar bears ſuch rebel blood, 
That will be thaw'd from tbe true quality 
With, that which: melterh on 1 ein beer words 
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Mer. Is chere no voice more gil: than my. own, 


To found more ſweerly in great Ceſar's car, B 
or 


* 
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Fly not, dand ſtill. Ambition's debt is paid. 
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For the repealing of my baniſh'd brother? 


Bru. I kifs thi hand, but not in flattery, car; 
Deſiring thee, that Publius Cimber ma 
Have an immediate freedom of repeal, 

Caſ. What Brutus 

Caſ. Pardon, Ceſar, Ceſar, „ n 
As low as to thy foot doth Caſſius fall, 

To beg enfranchiſement for Publius Cimber. 

Cef. I could be well mov'd, if I were as you; 
If I could pray to move, prayers would move me: 
But I am conſtant as the northern ſtar. * 

Let me a little ſhew it, even in this 
That 1 was conſtant Cimber ſhould be baniſird, 


And conſtant do remain to keep him ſo. 


Cin. O Caſar - 

Ceſ. Hence! wilt thou lift up Olympus ? 

Dec. Great ceſar 3 

Ceſ. Do not, Brutus, bootleſs kneel. | 

Caſe. Speak hands for me. [They fab. Czſar, 

Ceſ. Et tu Brute . fall Cæſar 4 Dies. 

Cin. Liberty! freedom! Tyranny is ee : 
Run hence, proclaim, cry about the ſtreets 

Caſ. Some to the common pulpits, and cry out, 
Liberty, freedom, and enfranchiſement. + bo; 

Bru. People and Senators! be not 3 


3 
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* Northern ſtar n ine No voi pi 
Of whoſe true, fixt, and reſting quality, M3. 
There is no fellow in the firmament; 
The Skies are painted with unnumbred parka, 
They are all fire, and every one doth ſnine, 
But there's but one in all doth hold his place. 

So, in the world, 'tis furniſh'd well with men. 
And men are fleſh and blood, and apprehenſive z | 
Yet in the number, I do know but one 

That unaſſailable holds on his rank, 
Unſhak'd of motion: and that I am he, 


Let me, Oc. 


38 Julius CæS AR. 
Caſe. Go to the pulpit, Brut um. 
Dec. S OY incl yd in 
Bru. Where's Publ? ig 

Cin. Here, quite conſounded with this mutiny. - 
Met. Stand faſt together, leſt ſome friends of Cefar's 

Should chance „ 

Bru. Talk not of ſtanding. Publius, good cheer, 
There is no harm intended to your perſon, | 
Nor to no Roman elſe ; ſo tell them, Publius. 

Caſe And leave us, Publius, leſt that the people 
Ruſhing on us, ſhould do your age ſome miſchief, 

Bru. Do ſo, and let no man abide this deed, 

But we the doers. E n 

SCE NE II. 
Enter Trebonius. 

Caſ. Where's Antony? | 
Tre. Fled to his houſe amaz'd, 

Men, wives, and children, ſtare, cry out, and run, 

As it-were dooms- dax. . | 
Bru. Fates! we will know your pleaſures ; 

That we ſhall die, we know, ttis but the time 

And drawing days out, that men ſtand upon. 
Caſ. Why he that cuts off twenty years of life, 

Cuts. off ſo many years of 'fearing death. 

Bru, Grant that, and then. is death a benefit. 

So are we Ceſar's friends, that have abridg'd 

His time of fearing death, 

.Caſc. Stoop, Romans, ſtoop, 

And let us oak. hands in Ceſar*s blood 

Up to the elbows, and beſmear out ſwords ; 

Then walk we forth even to the market-place, 

And waving our red weapons o'er our heads, 

A 3 N * 

+ Is alli the editions this is aſcribed to Brutus, than ꝛvhich 
ob is more inconſiſtent nn N hiloſophical charac- 
ter. t (as I often find. ſpeeches in the later editions put into 

wrong mouths, different from the firft-publiſh'd by the author) I 

thi + this liberty not unreaſonable. 2535 Cs 4 
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Let's all cry peace! freedom! and liberty! 
Caſ. Stoop then, and waſn — how. many ages hence 
| [Dipping their ſwords in Cziar's blood. 
Shall this our lofty ſcene be acted oer, 1 8 
In ſtates unborn, and accents yet unknown? 

Caſc. How many times ſhall Cæſar bleed in ſport, 
That now on Pompey's baſis lies along, 
No worthier than the duſt? * 

Bru, So oft as that ſhall. be, 
So often ſhall the knot of us be call'd 
The men that gave their country liberty. 

Dec. What, ſhall we forth;? - + - 


- o 


Caſ. Ay, every man-away. xy. 
Brutus ſhall lead, and we will grace his heels 
With the moſt bold, and the beſt hearts of Rowe, 
Enter a Servant. 
Bru, Soft, who comes here? 
Ser. A friend of Antony s 
Thus, Brutus, did my maſter bid me knee! ; | 
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down, © (Aneeling. 
And being proſtrate thus he bad me ſay, W 
Brutus is noble, wiſe, valiant and honeſt; 
Ceſar was mighty, royal, bold and loving; 
Say, I love Brutus, and L honour him; 
Say, I fear'd Ceſar, honour'd bim and loy'd him, 
If Brutus will vouchſafe that Anton 
May ſafely come to him, and be reſolyv'd 
How Cæſar hath deſerv'd to lie in death: 
Mark Antony (hall not love Ceſar dead 
So well as Brutus living; but will follow 
The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus, 
Thorough the hazards of this untrod ſtate | 
With all true faith, So ſays my maſter Antony. 
Bru, Thy maſter is a wiſe and valiant Romans 


oh I never thought him worſe. 
Ge Tell him, ſo pleaſe him come unto this place, 
1 He ſhall be ſatisſied, and by my honourt 
Depart untouch'd. ; 
t's Serv. I'll fetch him preſently, Exit Ser van: 
2 Bru; 
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Bru, I know that we ſhall have him well to friend. 
Caf. I wiſh we may: but yet I have a mind 
That fears him much; and my miſgiving till 
Falls ſhrewdly to the purpoſe. ee. 


- SCENE III. 
Enter Antony. | 


Bru. But here comes Antony. Welcome Mark Antony. 
Ant. O mighty Ceſar ! doſt thou lye ſo low? 
Are all thy conqueſts, glories, triumphs, ſpoils, 
 Shrunk to this little meafure ? — fare thee well. 
I know not, gentlemen, what you intend, 
Who elſe muſt be let blood, who elſe is rank; 
If I my felf, there is no hour ſo fit | 
As Cæſar's death's hour; nor no inſtrument | 
Of half that worth as thoſe your ſwords, made rich 
With the moſt noble blood of all this world. 
I do beſeech ye, if you bear me hard, | 


Now whilſt your purpled hands do reek and ſmoak, 


Fulfil your pleaſure. Live a thouſand years, 

I ſhall not find my ſelf ſo apt to dieeee 

No place will pleaſe me fo, no means of death, 

As here by Ceſar, and by you cut off, IS 

The choice and maſter ſpirits of this age. on 
Bru. O Antony! beg not your death of us: 

Though now we muſt appear bloody and cruel, 

As, by our hands, and this our preſent act, 

You ſee we do; yet ſee you but our hands, 17 

And this, the bleeding buſineſs they have done: 

Our hearts you ſee not, they are pitiful; | 
And pity to the general wrong of Rome, 

(As fire drives out fire, ſo pity, pity) | 
Hath done this: deed on Cæſar: For your part, 
To you our ſwords have leaden points, Mark Antony, 
Our arms * exempt from malice, and our hearts 
Of brother's temper, do receive you in | 
With all kind. love, good thoughts, and reverence. 

Caſ. Your voice ſhall be as ſtrong as any man's : 
6 85 5 
in ſtrength of malice. 
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In the diſpoſing of new dignities. | 

Bru. Only be patient till we have appeas'd 
The multitude, beſide themſelves with * 
And then we will deliver you the cauſe, 
Why I, that did love Cæſar when I ſtrook him, 
Proceeded thus. Cn e e | 

Ant. 1 doubt not of your wiſdom, '  _  .... 
Let each man, render me his bloody hand; 
Firſt, Marcus Brutus, will I ſhake with you; © 
Next, Caius Caſſius, do 1 take your hand; 
Now, Decius Brutus, yours; now yours, Metellus; 
Yours, Cinna : and my valiant Caſca,. yours; | 
Though laſt, not leaſt in love, yours good Trebonius. 
Gentlemen all——alas, what ſhall I ſay,  _ 
My credit now ſtands on ſuch ſlippery ground, 
That one of two bad ways you muſt conceit me, 
Either a coward, or a flatterer. Ws 
That I did love thee, Cæſar, oh *tis true; 
If then thy ſpirit look upon us now, a 
Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy death 
To ſee thy Antony making his peace, 
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes, 
Moſt noble! in the preſence of the corſe? 
Had I as many eyes, as thou haſt wounds, 82 
Weeping as faſt as they ſtream forth thy blood, 
It would become me better than to cloſe Ws 
In terms of friendſhip with thine enemies. 
Pardon me, Julius here waſt thou bay'd, brave hart, 
Here didſt thou fall, and here thy hunters ſtand 
Sign'd in thy ſpoil, and crimfon'd in thy death. 

Caſe. Mark Antony ?:: 


_ . — 
Fr 


* MS. 57 
O world! thou waſt the foreſt to this ha rt, 
How like a deer, ſtricken by many princes, WS 
Doſt thou here lye ?. 1 TA 


1 Let he. 5 * 1 7 1 
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Ant. Pardon me, Caius Caſius q 
The enemies of Ceſar ſhall fay this: 
Then, in a friend, it is cold modeſty, | 
Caſ. I blame you not for praiſing Cæſar ſo, 
But what compact mean you to have with us? 
Will you be prick'd in number of our friends, _ 
Or ſhall we on, and not depend on you? 
Ant, Therefore I took your hands, but was indeed 
Sway'd from the point, by looking down on Cæſar. 
Friends am I with you all, and love you all, i 
Upon this hope, that you ſhall give me reaſons 


Why, and wherein Ceſar was dangerous. 


Bru. Or elſe this were a ſavage ſpectacle. 
Our reaſons are ſo full of good regard, 
That were you, Antony, the ſon of Ceſar, © 
You ſhould be fatisfied.. ' © * © 

an. That's al LR ET, 
And am moreover ſuitor, that I may 
Produce his body to the market-place, 
And in the pulpit as becomes a friend, 
Speak in the order of his funeral. 

Bru. You ſhall, Mark Antony. | 
Caſ. Brutus, a word With ou: 
You know not what you do, do not conſent © [Aſide. 
That Antony ſpeak in his funeral! 
Know you how much the people may be moy'd 
By that which he will utter??? 

Bru. By your pardon, 

I will my ſelf into the pulpit firſt, 
And ſhew the reafon of our Ceſar's death. 
What Aatony ſhall ſpeak, 1 will proteſt | 


; 


He ſpeaks by leave, and by permiſſinnn 


And that we are contented Ceſar ſhall _ 

Have all due rites, and lawful ceremonies . 

It ſhall advantage more, than do us wrong. 
caſ. I know not what may fall, I like it not. 
Bru. Mark Antony, here take your Ceſar's body: 

You ſhall not in your funeral ſpeech blame us, 

But ſpeak all good you can deviſe of Ceſar, 

And ſay you do't by our permiſſion; 
| 8 ; 


To 
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Jo beg the voice and utterance o 
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You ſhall not elſe have any hand at all 
About his funeral. And you ſhall ſpeak 
In the ſame pulpit whereto I am going, 
After my ſpeech is d, | 
Ant. Be it ſo; 
I do deſire no moreGG. 


* then, and follow us. 22 


ol Manet Anton 
Ant. O pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth ! 
That I am meek and gentle with theſe butchers, | 
Thou art the ruins of the nobleſt man 
That ever lived in the tide of times. 
Woe to the hand that ſhed this coſtly blood! 
Over thy wounds now do I propheſlie,  : - 
(Which, like dumb mouths, do on their ruby lips, 
- Tobeg the y my tongue) 
A curſe ſhall light upon the limbs of men; 
Domeſtick fury, and fierce civil ſtrife, 
Shall cumber all the parts of Italy; 
Blood and deſtruction ſhall be ſo in uſe 
And dreadful objects ſo familiar, | 
That mothers ſhall but ſmile, when they behold ' 
Their infants quarter'd by the hands of war. 
All pity choak'd with cuſtom of fell deeds; + | 
And Cæſar's Spirit, ranging for revenge, 
With Ate by his fide come hot from hell, 
Shall in theſe confines, with a monarch's voice, 
Cry Hayock, and let flip the dogs of war; 
That this foul deed ſhall ſmell above the earth - 
With carrion men, groaning for burial: 


Enter Octavius's Servant. 
You ſerve Oftavius Ceſar, do you not? 
Ser. I do, Mark Antony 
Axt. Ceſar did write for him to come to Rome. 
Ser. He did receive his letters, and is coming, 
And bid me fay to you by word of — " 
| . 4 
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O Cæſar: (sceing tba body. 


Ant. Thy heart is big, ger thee apart and * 

Paſſion I ſee is catehing, for mine oyes ©! 

Seeing thoſe beds of ſorrow ſtand in thine, 

om to water. Is thy maſter comin 
Ser. He lyes to-night within ſeven. le eagues of Rome. 
Am, Poſt'back with fpeed, and tell him what hath 

chanc'd. 

Here is a mourning Rowe, a dangerous Rome, 

No Rome of ſafety for Offavius yet; 

Hie hence, and tell him fo, Yet ſtay a while, 

Thou ſhalt not back, till 1 have born this corſfſe 

Into the market place: there ſhall I try 

In my Oration,: how the people take 

The cruel iſſue of . theſe bloody men 

According to the which, thou ſhalt diſcourſe 

To young Octavins of the ſtate of things. - 


Lede your hand, eee ates body 
SCENE - RT 
The Fox va b bag bold 
Enter a and. Wanne: the Roſtra obe with 
te Plebeians. 
Pleb. PE will be ſatisfied ; let us be ſatisfied. 


Bru. Then follow me, and give me au- 
dience, friends. 
Caſſius, go you into the other abate > 
And part the numbers: 
Thoſe that wilt hear 'me ſpeak, let * tay here; 5 
Thoſe that will follow Caſſus, go with him oo 
And publick reaſons ſhall be rendered 
Of Cæſar's death. 
1 Pleb. I will hear Bruius ſpeak. + 
2 Pleb. I will hear Caſſius, and * Rs reſo 
When Wy rally we hear them rendered. 
rer Fe u yon of the Plebeians 
ens a 3 Pla. 
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3 Pleb. The noble Brutus is aſcended; ſilence! 

Bru. Be patient till the laſt. | ” 

Romans, Country-men, and Friends! hear me for 
my cauſe z and be filent, that you may hear, Believe 
me for ming honour, and have reſpect to mine ho- 
nour, that you may believe. Cenſure me in your 
wiſdom, and awake your ſenſes that you may the bet- 
ter judge. If there be any in this aſſembly, any 
* dear friend of Ceſar's, to him I ſay, that Brutus's 
© love to Ceſar was no leſs than his. If then that 
friend demand, why Brutus roſe againſt Ceſar, this 
is my anſwer: Not that I lov'd Ceſar leſs, but 
* that I lov'd Rome more. Had you rather Ceſar were 
living, and dye all ſlaves; than that Ceſar were dead 
© to live all free-men ? As Ceſar lov'd me, I weep 


for him; as he was fortunate, I rejoice at it; as he 


was valiant, I honour him; but as he was ambitious, 
© I flew him. There are tears for his love, joy for 
© his fortune, honour for his valour, and death for 
his ambition. Who's here ſo baſe that would be 
a bond-man? if any, ſpeak; for him have I offend- 
© ed. Who is here ſo rude, that would not be a Ro- 
man? if any, ſpeak; for him have I offended, Who 
© is here ſo vile, that will not love his Country? if 
any, ſpeak; for him have I offended. I pauſe 
for a pl ET 8 | : | 

All. None, Brutus, none. 1 PRES 

Bru. Then none have I offended—— I. have done 
no more to Ceſar than you ſhall do to Brutus. The 
queſtion of his death is inroll'd in the Capitol; his 
glory not extenuated, wherein he was worthy; nor his 
offences enforc'd, for which he ſuffered death. 


Enter Mark Antony with Cæſar's body. 
Here comes his body, mourn'd by Mark Antony : who 
though he had no hand in bis death, ſhall receive the 
benefit of his dying, a place in the commonwealth ; 
as which of you ſhall not? With this I depart, that as I 
ſlew my beſt layer far the good of Rome, I have he ſame 


1 lovers. 
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© I come to bury Cæſar, not 0 praiſ n 
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dagger for my ſelf, whey # it man pleaſe my Country 
to need my death. 

Al. Live, Brutus, le IP 


1 Pleb. Bring him with trium | home unto his bouſe. 
4 Pleb. Give him a ſtatue with his W | 
3 Pleb, Let bim be Ceſar. 
4 Pleb. Caſar's better parts 
Shall now be crown'd in Brutus. 
1 Pleb. We'll bring him to his houſe 
With ſhouts and clamours, 
Bru, My countrymen 
2 Pleb. Peace! ſilence ! Brutus ſpeaks. 
1 Pleb. Peace, ho! 
Bru. Good countrymen, let me | depart alone, : 
And for my ſake, ſtay: here with Antony ; 
Do grace to Ceſar's corps, and grace his ſpeech 
Tending to Cæſar's glories, which Mark Antony 
By our permiſſion is allow'd to make. 
I do intreat you; not a man depart, - 55 
Save J alone, till Anton) have ſpoke. - e lens 


SCENE VI. 


1 Pleb. Stay, ho, and let us here Mark „ 
3 Pleb. Let him go up into the publick chair, 
We'll here him: noble Antony, go up. 
Ant. For Brutus ſake I am beholden co you. 
4 Pleb. What does he ſay of Brutus: 
3 Pleb. He ſays, for Brutus ſake” 
He finds himſelf beholden to us all. 
4 Pleb. Twere beft he ſpeak no inks of Brutus here. 
1 Pleb, This Cæſar was a tyrant. 
3 Pleb. Nay, that's certain 
We are glad that Roms is rid of him. 
2 Pleb. Peace, let us hear what Antony can apa 
Ant. You gentle Roman 
All. Peace, ho, let us hear him. 


Ant. Friends, Romans, ren Leno lend' me your 
r 


© The evil that men do, lives after them, 


© The 
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The good is oft interred: with their bones; 

© So let it be with Ceſar ! noble Brutus 

< Hath told yoù, Cæſar was ambitious; 

< If it were ſo, it was a grievous fault, 

© And grievouſly hath Ceſar anſwer'd it. 

© Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reſt, 

(For Brutus is an honourable man, 

© So are they all, all honourable men) 

Come I to eee Ca ſar's funeral. 

* He was my friend, faithful and juſt to me; 

© But Brutus ſays, he was ambitious; - Ro. 
© And Brutus is an honourable man. 

* He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 

© Whoſe ranſoms did the general coffers fill; 

Did this in Ceſar ſeem ambitious? 

When that the poor have cry'd, 'Ce/ar bath wept ; 
Ambition ſhould be made of ſterner ſtuft. 

© Yet Brutus ſays, he was ambitious, 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 
_ © You all did ſee, that at the Lupercal, 
© I thrice preſented him a kingly crown, 
Which he did thrice refuſe. 'Was this ambition ? 
© Yet Brutus ſays, he was ambitious, 

And ſure he is an honourable man. 
© I ſpeak not to diſprove what Brutus ſpoke, 
© But here I am to ſpeak what 1 do know. 
Jou all did love him once, not without cauſe, 
What cauſe with-holds you then to mourn for him? 
O judgment! thou art fled to brutiſh beaſts, 
© And men have loſt their reaſon bear with me, 
My heart is in the coffin there with Ceſar, 
And I muſt pauſe till it come back to me. 
1 Pleb. Methinks there is much reaſon in his ſayings. 

If thou conſider rightly of the matter, | 
Cæſar has had great wrong.? 
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* Ceſar has had great wrong, | 
3 Pleb, Ceſar had never wrong, but with juſt cauſe. 
If ever there was ſuch a line written by Shakef} 7 8 : 
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3 Pleb. Has he, maſters ? I fear there will a worſe 


%" a «a a A 


come in his place. 
4 Pleb. Mark'd ye his words? He would « not take 
the crown, - 
Therefore tis certain, be was not ane 3 
1 Pleb. If it be found ſo, ſome will dear abide it. 
: Pleb. Poor ſoul * his n 1 red as fire with 
weeping. 


3 Pleb. There' s not A nobler man in Rome than An- 


tony. 

4 Pleb. Now maxk Fling wh 2 again to ſpeak, 

Ant. But yeſterday. the word of Cæſar might 
Have ſtood againſt the world; now lies he there, 
© And none ſo poor to do him reverence. 
O maſters! if I were diſpos'd to ſtir. 
© Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 
1 ſhould do Brutus wrong, and Caſſius wrong; 
Who, you all know, are honourable men. 
I will not do them wrong: I rather chuſe 
To wrong the dead, to wrong my ſelf and you, 
Than I will wrong ſuch honoura ble men. 
But here's a parchment, with the ſeal of Ceſar, 
I found it in his cloſet, *tis his Will, ; 
Let but the commons hear this tellament, 
(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read) 
And they would go and kiſs. dead Cæſar's wounds, 
And dip their Whg in his ſacred Woods | 


ſhow'd fanſy i — 5 41K its 15 here, FUR very bu 
morouſiy in the character of a Plebeian. One might be- 
lieve Ben Johnſon's remark was made upon no better 


credit than ſome blunder of an actor in ſpeaking that 


verſe near the beginning of the third act, 

Know, Ceſar doth not-wrong, nor without cauſe 
Will he be ſatisfy?d . 
But the verſe as cited by Ben Johnſon does not connec 
with Will he be fatisfy'd.. Perhaps this play was 
never printed in Ben Johnſon's time, and ſo he had no- 
thing to judge by, but as the actor pleas d to my 22 

Lea, 
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« Yea, beg a hair of him for memory, 

And dying, mention it within their wills, 

« Bequeathing it as a rich legacy 

© Unto their iſſue. | | 

4 Pleb. We'll hear the Will, read it Mark Antony. 
All. The Will, the Will; we will hear Cæſar's Will. 
Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, I muſt not 

© read it, Wo 

© It is not meet you know how Cæſar lov'd you. 

© You are not wood, you are not ſtones, but men : 

And being men, hearing the Will of Cæſar, 

It will inflame you, it will make you mad. 

* 'Tis good you know not that you are his heirs, 

© For if you ſhould O what would come of it? 
4 Pleb, Read the Will, we'll hear it, Antony: 

You ſhall read us the Will, Cæſar's Will. 

Ant. Will you be patient? will you ſtay a while? 
(I have o'er-ſhot my ſelf to tell you of it.) ; 
I fear I wrong the honourable men, 

« Whoſe daggers have ſtabb'd Cæſar II do fear it. 
4 Pleb. They were traitors —— honourable men! 
All. The will! the teſtament! 

2 Pleb. They were villains, murderers; the will! 

read the will! | 

Ant. Lou will compel me then to read the will? 
© Then make a ring about the corps of Ceſar, 

And let me ſhew you him that made the will. 

© Shall I deſcend ? and will you give me leave? 

All. Come den. „ | 

2 Pleb, Deſcend. [He comes down ſrom the pulpit. 

3 Pleb. You ſhall have leave, | | 

4 Pleb. A ring; ſtand round. 

1 Pleb. Stand from the hearſe, ſtand from the body. 

2 Pleb. Room for Antony molt noble Antony 


Ant. Nay preſs not ſo upon me, ſtand far off. 
All. Stand back room bear back —— 


Ant. If you have tears, prepare to ſhed them now. 
You all do know this mantle; I remember 

© The firſt time ever Cæſar put it on, 5 

© *Twas on a ſummer's evening in his tent. 


Cc 


That 
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* That day he overcame the Nervii 
© Look! in this place, ran Caſſius' dagger through 


* See what a rent the envious Caſta made. 
Through this, the well-beloyed Brutus ſtabb'd; 


And as he pluck'd'his curſed ſteel away, 

© Mark how the blood of Ceſar follow'd it! 

As ruſhing out of doors, to be reſolv'd, 

If Brutus ſo unkindly knock'd, or no? 

© For Brutus, as you know, was Cæſar's angel. 

© Judge, oh you Gods! how dearly Cæſar loy'd him 
This, this, was the unkindeſt cut of all; 
© For when the noble Cæſar ſaw him ſtab, 
© Ingratitude, more ſtrong than traitors arms, 


© Quite yanquiſh'd him; then burſt his mighty heart 


And in his mantle muffling up his face, 
© Even at the baſe of Pompey's ſtatue, 
© (Which all the while ran blood) great Cæſar fell. 
© O what a fall was there, my countrymen ! N 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down, 
© Whilſt bloody treaſon flourifh'd over us. 
O, now you weep, and I perceive you feel 
< The dint of pity ; theſe are gracious drops. 
© Kind ſouls! what, weep you when you but behold 
Our Cæſar's veſture wounded : look you here 
Here is himſelf, marr'd as you ſee by traitors, 

1 Pleb. O pireous ſpeQacle! 

2 Pleb. O noble Czſar ! | 

3 Pleb. O woful day! 
4 Pleb. O traitors, villains! 
t Pleb. O moſt bloody ſight! 


2 Pleb. We will be reveng'd : revenge: about —— 
kill — flay! let not a 


ſeek —— burn fire 
traitor live. 5 00 
Ant. Stay Countrymen ——— 
x Pleb. Peace there, hear the noble Antony. 


2 Pleb. We'll hear him, well follow him, we'll dye 


With him 5 


Ant, Good friends, ſweet friends, let me not ſtit 


e ee , 
© To ſuch a ſudden flood of mutiny: 


© They 
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© They that have done this deed, are honourable, 
What private griefs they have, alas, I know not, 
That made them do it; they are wiſe and honourable ; 
And will no doubt with reaſons anſwer you. 
© I come not, friends, to fteal away your hearts 
© I am no Orator, as Brutus is: | 
© But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man, 
© That love my friend; and that they know full well, 
© That give me publick leave to ſpeak of him: 
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 
Action nor utt'rance, nor the power of ſpeech, 
Jo ſtir mens blood; I only ſpeak right on. 
I tell you that which you your ſelves do know, 
© Shew you ſweet Cæſar's wounds, poor, poor dumb 
© mouths! 
And bid them ſpeak for me. But were I Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your ſpirits, and put a tongue 
© In every wound of Cæſar, that ſhould move 
The ſtones of Rome to riſe and mutiny, 
All, We'll mutiny oo | 
1 Pleb. We'll burn the houſe of Brutus. 2 
3 Pleb. Away then, come, ſeek the conſpirators. 
Ant. Vet hear me, countrymen, yet hear me ſpeak. 
All. Peace ho, hear Antony, moſt noble Antony. 


Ant. Why friends, you go to do you know not what. 


Wherein hath Cæſar thus deſerv'd your loves? 
Alas _ know not; I muſt tell you then: 


You have forgot the will 1 told you of. | 
All. Moſt true — the will —— let's ſtay and hear 
the will, 


Ant. Here is the will; and under Cæſar's ſeal. 
To ev'ry Roman citizen he gives, 
To ev'ry ſeveral man, ſev'nty five drachma's. 
2 Pleb. Moſt noble Ceſar ! we'll reyenge his death. 
3 Pleb. O royal Cafar 7 
Ant, Hear me with patience. 
All, Peace ho! | 
Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks, 
Nis priyate arbors, and new-planted orchards 
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On this ſide Tiber, he hath left them you. 
And to your heirs for ever; common pleaſures, 


To walk abroad, and recreate your ſelyes, '' 
Here was a Ceſar, when comes ſuch another? | 


I Pleb. Never, never; come, away, away; do 
We'll burn his body in the holy place,. th 
And with the brands fire all the traitors houſes. an 
Take up the body, 

2 Pleb. Go fetch fire. | | th 


3 Pleb. Pluck down ben ches. 
4 Pleb. Pluck down forms, windows, any thing. 
[Exeunt Plebeians with the body, 
Ant. Now let it work; miſchief thou art afoot, 
Take thou what courſe thou wilt. How now, fellow ? 


Enter a ſervant. 


Ser. Octavius is already come to Rome. 
Ant. Where is he? | 25 
Ser. He and Lepidus are at Cæſar's houſe,, _ | 
Ant. And thither will 1 ſtraight, to viſit him ; - - 
He comes upon a wiſh, Fortune is mer 
And in this mood will give us any thing. h 
Ser. I heard him ſay, Brutus and Caſſius | 5 
Are rid, like madmen, through the gates of Rome. 


Ant. Belike they had ſome notice of the people, | 
How I had moy'd them. Bring me to Offavins. 
hg; Et nd en.. 
SCGEMAE Vc  -. | 


7 Enter Cinna the Poet, and after him the Plebeians. 


Cin. I dreamt to-night, that I did feaſt with Ceſar. 
And things unluckily charge my fantaſie ; 
I have no will to wander forth of doors. 
Yet ſomething leads me forth, 

1 Pleb. What is your name? 

2 Pleb, Whither are you going ? 

2 Pleb. Where do you dwell? ' 

4. Rleb, Are you a married man, or a batchelor? 

2 Pleb. Anſwer every man directly. 


* 


1 Pleò. 


- 
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1 Pleb. Ay, and briefly. 
4 Pleb, Ay, and wiſely. 
3 Pleb. Ay, and truly, you were beſt. | 
Cin. What is my name? whither am I going? where 
do I dwell ? am I a married man, or a batchelor >- 
then to anſwer every man directly and briefly, wiſely 
and truly; wiſely, 1 ſay — I am a batchelor, | 
2 vl. That is as much as to ſay, they are fools. 
that marry; you'll bear me a bang for that, I fear: 
proceed directly. | 
Cin. Dire&ly, I am going to Ceſar's funeral. 
1 Pleb, As a friend, or an Enemy? 
Cin. As a friend, - | 
2 Pleb. That matter is anſwered directly. 
4 Pleb. For your 22 ; briefly, 
Cin. Briefly I dwell by the Capitol. 
3 Pleb. Your name, Sir, truly. 
Cin. Truly my name is Cinna + 
1 Pleb. Tear him to pieces, he's a conſpirator. 
Cin. 1 am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the poet. 
4 Pleb. Tear him for his bad verſes, tear him for 
his bad verſes. | 
Cin. I am not Cinna the conſpirator. | 
4 Pleb. It is no matter, his name's Cinna, plick but 
his name out of his heart, and turn him going. 
3 Pleb. Tear him, tear him; come brands ho, fire - 
brands; | 
To Brutus, to Caſſius, burn all. Some to Deczus's houſe, 
And ſome to Caſca's, ſome to Ligarius : away, go. 
LExaunt; 
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Enter Antony, Octavius, and Lepidus. 


AN TON x. 


are prickt. 


8 ſent you, Tepidus? 
TAE = 8 Lep. I do conſent, © 
oct. Prick him down, Antony, 
Lep. Upon condition Publius ſhall not live, 
Who is your ſiſter's ſon, Mark Antony. 


ACT W. SCENE I 


: HESE many then ſhall die, their names 


Oct. Your brother too muſt die! con- 


Ant. He ſhall not live; look, with a ſpot, I damn him, 


But Lepidus, go you to Ceſar's houſe, 
Fetch the will hither, and we ſhall determine 
How to cut off ſome charge in legacies, 
© Tep, What? ſhall I find you here? 


 ©#. Or here, or at the Capitol. [Exit Lepidus. 


Ant. This is a ſlight unmeritable man, 
Meet to be ſent on errands : is it fir, 
The three-fold world divided, he ſhould ſtand 
One of the three to ſhare it ? 

Oct. So you thought him, -. _ 
And took his voice who ſhould be prickt to die, 
In our black ſentence and proſcription. 


Ant. Octavius, I have ſeen more days than you 


And though we lay theſe honours on this man, 
To eaſe our ſelves of divers ſland'rous loads; 
He ſhall but bear them, as the aſs bears gold, 
To groan and ſweat under the buſineſs, 

Or led or driven, as we point the way; 
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And having brought our treaſure where we will, 


Then take we down his load, and turn him off 
Like to the empty aſs, to wake his ears, 
And graze in commons. 

Oct. You. may do your will; 


But he's a'try'd and valiant ſoldier. 


Ant. So is my horſe, Ofavius, and for that 
I do appoint him ſtore of proyender. 
It is a creature that I teach to fight, 
To wind, to ſtop, to run directly on, 
His corporal motion govern'd by my ſpirit, 
And in ſome taſte, is Lepidus but ſo; 
He muſt be taught, and train'd, and bid go forth, 
A barren-ſpirited fellow, one that feeds 
On objects, arts, and imitations, 
Which out of uſe and ſtal'd by other men, 
Begin his faſnion. Do not talk of him, 


But as a property. And nbw, Octavius, 


Liſten great things Brutus and Caſſius 
Are levying powers; we muft ſtraight make head. 
Therefore let our alliance be combin'd, 
Our beſt friends made, and our beſt means ſtreteht out, 
And let us preſently go ſit in council, 
How covert matters may be beſt diſclos'd, | 
And open perils ſureſt anſwered. | 
Oct. Let us do ſo; for we are at the ſake, 
And bay'd about with many enemies, 
And ſome that ſmile have in their haarts, I fear, 


Millions of miſchiefs. j [Exennt. | 


I 


— — 


S C. E NE II. 


Before Brutus's rent, in the camp near Sardis. 


Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucilius, and ſoldiers : Titinius 
and Pindarus meeting them. 


Bru, T: A ND, ho! 
191 Luc. Give the word, ho! and ſtand! 
Bru, What now, Lucilius ? is Caſſius near 


Luc. 
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Zac. He is at hand, and Pindaras is come 
To do you falutation Gam his maſter,  -// - | 
Bru. He greets me well, Tour maſter, 88 
In his own change, or by ill officers, 
Hath given me ſome worthy cauſe to wiſh 
Things done, undone; but if b bo be at r by 
I ſhall be ſatisfied, | Nr. 
Pin, I do not doubt g 2705} nag 01 Gaur ob 
But that my noble maſter will appear 1 F 2) 
Such as he is, full of regard and honour. 
Bru. He is not doubted, A word, Lucilius "GRE! 
How he receiy'd you let me be reſoly'd. 
Luc. With courteſie, and with reſpe& nn, 
But not ſuch familiar inſtances, 
Nor with ſuch free and nity conference, 
As he hath us'd of ol. 
Bru, Thou haſt deſcrib'd 
A hot friend, cooling; ever note, Lucilius, 
When love begins to ficken and decay, 127 
It uſeth an enforced ceremony. | 
There are no tricks in plain and ſimple Each: 
But hollow men, like horſes hot at hand, 
Make gallant ſhew and promiſe of their mettle, 
But when they ſhould endure the bloody ow 
They fall their creſt, and like deceitful 2 
Sink in the tryal. Comes his army on? 


Luc. They mean this night in Sardis to be quarter'd; 


The greater part, the horſe in general, 


Are come with RIS | [Low march within, 


Enter Caſſius a and 


Bra. Hark, he is arriv'd; __ 
March gently on to meet him. . 
Caſ. Stand, hott + We 
© Bri. Stand, ho! ſpeak the word long. 

Within. Stand! . 

Within, Stand! 

Within. Stand ! 


caſ. Moſt noble brother! you bave done me wrong. 
Bru, * me, you Gods! wrong I mine — L 
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And if not ſo, how ſhould I wrong a brother ? 
Caſ. Brutus, this ſober form of yours hides wrongs, 
And when you do them / | 
Bru. Caſſius, be content, % 
Speak your 'griefs ſoftly, I do know you well. 
Before the eyes of both our armies here, | 
(Which ſhould perceive nothing but love from us) 
Let us not wrangle. Bid them move away 
Then in my tent Caſſius enlarge your griefs, 
And I will give you audience. 
Caſe Pindarus, © f 
Bid our commanders lead their charges off 
A little from this ground. 
Bru. Lucilius, do the like, and let no man 
Come to our tent, till we have done our conference. 
Let Lucius and Titinius guard the door. [Exeunt. 


* SCE N E III. 
Nanent Brutus and Caſſius. 


Caf. That you have wrong'd me, doth appear in this, 
You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella, | 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians, 

Wherein, my letter (praying on his ſide, 

Becauſe I knew the man,) was lighted of. Ts 
| Bru. You wrong'd your ſelf to write in ſuch a caſe 
Caſ. In ſuch a time as this, it is not meet . 

That ev'ry nice offence ſhould bear its comment. 

Bru, Yet let me tell you, Caſſius, you your ſelf - 
Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm 
To ſell, and mart your offices for gold 
To undeſervers. 

Caſ. I an itching palm, 

You know that you are Brutus that ſpeak this, 
Or by the Gods this ſpeech were elſe your laſt, 

Bru. The name of Caſſius honours this corruption, 
And chaſtiſement doth therefore hide its head. 

Caf. Chaſtiſement !J——_ _ 

Bru. Remember March, the Ides of March remember 
Did not great Julius bleed for juſtice' ſake ? EO 
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What villain ronch'd his body, that did ſtab, 
And not for juſtice? what, ſhall one of us, 
That ſtruck the foremoſt man of all this world, 
But for ſupporting robbers ; ' ſhall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with baſe bribes? _ 
And ſell the mighty ſpace of our large honours 
For ſo much traſh, as may be graſped thus? 
I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon, A 


Than ſuch a Roman. 


Caf. Brutus, bait not ne 
I'll not endure it; you forget your ſelf, 
To hedge me in, I am a ſoldier, I, 


Older in practice, abler than your ſelf 


To make conditions. 
Bru. Go to; you are not Caſſius. 
Caf. I am. „ 
Bru, 1 ſay, you are not. 


Caf. 2 me no more, I. ſhall forget my ſelf | 


Have mind upon your health —— tempt me no farther. 
Bru, Away, flight man. 
Caſ. Ist poſſible? moms ⁊ð 
Bru. Hear me, for I will fpeak\ 
Muſt I give way and room to your raſh choler? 
Shall I be frighted, when a madman ſtares ? ; 
Caf. O Gods! ye Gods! muſt I endure all this? 
Bru, All this! ay more. Fret till your proud heart break, 
Go ſhew your ſlaves how cholerick you are, 
And make your bondmen tremble. Muſt I F budge ? 
Muſt I obſerve you? muſt I ſtand and crouch - 
Under your — humour ? by the Gods 
You ſhall digeſt the yenom of your ſpleen, 
Tho? it do ſplit you. For from this day forth, 
I'll uſe you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, 
When you are waſpiſh. | ö 
„J) x De: Eno 
Bru, You fay, you are a better ſoldier; _ 
Let it appear fo ; make your vaunting true, 
And it ſhall pleaſe me welt.” For' mine own part, 
I ſtall be glad to learn of noble men. 


Cal. 


* 


+ give way. 


I 
Di 


Juulus CASAR. 59 
Caſ. You wrong me every way you wrong me, Bry- 


I ſaid an elder ſoldier, not a'better.- (tus; 
Did I ſay better —— i 516009 
Bru, If you did, I care not. = (me. 


Caſ. When Ceſar liv'd he durſt not thus have moy'd 
Bru. Peace, peace, you durſt not ſo have tempted him. 
Caſ. I durſt not! | 

Bru. No. i | 

Caſ. What? durſt not tempt him! 

Bru. For your life you-durſt not. 

Caſ. Do not preſume too much upon my love, 

I may do that I ſhall be ſorry for. 

Bri, You have done that you ſhould be ſorry for: 

There is no terror, Caſſius, in your threats, 

For I am arm'd ſo ſtrong in honeſty, 

That they paſs by me, as the idle wind, 

Which I reſpect not. I did fend to you 

For certain ſums of gold, which you deny'd me; 
For I can raiſe no money by vile means. 

By heaven, I had rather coin my heart, 

And drop my blood for drachma's, than to wring 
From the hard hands of peaſants their vile traſh, 
By any indirectneſs. I did ſend FUN 
To you for gold to pay my legions, | 
Which you deny'd me; was that done like Caſſius ? 
Should I have anſwer'd Caius Caſſius ſo? | 
When Marcus Brutus grows ſo covetous, 

To lock ſuch raſcal counters from his friends, 

Be ready, Gods, with all your thunderbolts, 

Daſh him to pieces ! 

Caſ. I deny'd you not. 

Bru. You did. 

Caf. I did not he was but a fool (heart, 
That brought my anſwer back — Brutus hath riv'd my 
A friend ſhould bear a friend's infirmities, 

But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 

Bru, I do not, till you practiſe them on me. 

Caſ. You love me not. 

Bru. 1 do not like your faults. 


Caſ. A friendly eye could never ſee ſuch faults, 
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Artz. A flatterer's would not,-tho? they do appear 
As} he e as high as Onbus. 
| Come, Antony, and you Dftavins come ! ! 
133 your ſelves alone on cake, e 
For Caſſius is a weary of the world; : © 
Hated by one he laves, brav'd by his brother, 
Check'd like a bondman, all his faults obſery'd, 
Set in a note-book, learn'd, and conn'd by * 
To caſt into my. teeth. O 1 could weep : 
My ſpirit from mine eyes. There is my danger, 
And here my naked breaſt—— within, a heart 
Dearer than Plutus* mine, richer than gold; 
If that thou beeſt a Roman, take it forth. 
I that deny'd thee gold, will give my heart; 
Strike as thou didft at Ceſar , for I know, 


When thou didſt hate him worſt, thou N him batter 


Than ever thou lov'ſt Caſſius. 
Bru. Sheath your dagger; : D 1 

Be angry when you will, it, ſhall bave foie 1 ; 

Do what you will, diſhonour ſhall be humour. 

O Caſſius, you are yoaked with a * man, 

That carries anger as the flint bears fire, 

Who much enforced, ſhews a haſty ſpark, 

And ftraight is cold again. 
Caſ. Hath Caſſius liv d 50 

To be but mirth and laughter to his When, | 

When grief and blood .ill-temper'd vexeth him? 
Bru, When I ſpoke that, I was il-temper'd too. 
Caſ. Do you confeſs ſo much! ? give me your hand. 
Bru, And my heart too. | - [Embracing. 

Caſ. O Brutus 
Bru, What's the matter * A 

. Caf. Have you not love enough to bear with me, 

| When that raſh humour which my mother gave me 

Makes me forgetful ?, -; . 
Bru. Yes Caſſius, and from henceforth | 

When you are oyer-earneſt with your e 1 1 
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He'll think your mother chides, and leave you ſo *. 
3805 366] 8 CEN'E IV. 
Enter Lucilius and Titinius. 1 
Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the commanders - 
Prepare to lodge their companies to-night. 
Caſ. And come your ſelves, and bring Meſala with you 
Immediately to us. [Exeunt Lucilius and Titinius. 
Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine. PE +0 
caſ. 1 did not think you could have been fo angry. 
Bru. © O Caſſins, I am ſick of many griefs. 
Caſe. © Of your philoſophy you make no uſe, 
If you give place to accidental evils, 
Bru. No man bears ſorrow better. Portia's dead. 
Caſ. Ha! Portia ! mm | 
Bru. © She is dead! 
Caſ. How ſcap'd I killing, when I croft you ſo? 
O inſupportable and touching loſs ! 
Upon what ſickneſs ? | 
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* — and leave you ſo. 
Enter Lucius and Titinius, and à Poet. 

Poet. Let me go in to ſee the Generals, 
There is ſome grudge between 'em, tis not meet 
They be alone. | Link Gy; 

Luc. You ſhall not come to them. 

Poet. Nothing but death ſhall tay me. 

Caſ. How now ? what's the matter? 

Poet. For ſhame you Generals; what do you mean? 
Love, and be friends, as two ſuch men ſhould be, 
For I have ſeen more years I'm ſure than ye. 


Caſ. Ha, ho how vilely doth this Cynick rhime ! 


Bru, Get you hence, ſirrah; ſawcy fellow, hence. 

Caf. Bear with him, Brutus, tis his faſhion. 

Bru. VII know his humour, when he knows his time; 
What ſhould the wars do with theſe jingling fools ? 
Companion, hencdge. 

Caſ. Away, away, be gone ¶Zæit Poet. 

Bru. Licilius and Titinius, &c. | 
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And grief, that young O#avius with Mark Antony 
Have made themſelves ſo ſtrong : for with her death 
That tydings came. With this ſhe fell diſtract. 
And (her attendants abſent) ſwallow'd fire. 
Caſ. And dy'd ſo! | 1 
Bru, Even ſo. 2 
Caſ. O ye immortal Gods! 


Enter boy with Wine and. Tapers. 5 HEY 
Bru. Speak no more of her: give me a bowl of wine. 


In this 1 bury all unkindneſo, Caſſius, [ Drina. 


Caſ. My heart is thirſty for that noble pledge. 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o'er-ſwell the cup; 
I cannot drink too much of Brutus love. 


SCENE N 
Enter Titinius, and Meſlala. | 
Bru, Come in, Titinius; welcome, good Meſſala ! 
Now ſit we cloſe about this taper here, —— 
And call in queſtion our neceſſities. 
Caſ. Oh Portia! art thou gone? 
Bru. No more, I pray you. 
Meſſala, I have received letters, 
That young Octavius, and Mark Antony, 
Come down upon us with a mighty power, 
Bending their expedition tow'rd Philippi. 6 
Meſ. My ſelf have letters of the ſelf-ſame tenure, 
Bru. With what addition? | 
Meſ. That by proſcriptions, and bills of outlawr 
Octavius, Antony, and Lepidus | 
Have put to death an hundred Senators, 
' Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree; 
Mine ſpeak of ſev'nty Senators, that dy'd 
By their proſcriptions, Cicero being one. 
Caſ. Cicero one | 1 
Meſ. Cicero is dead; and by that order of proſcription. 
Had you your letters from your wife, my lord? 


Br Ms No Meſſe ala, Me 7 
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Meſ. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her? 
Bru, Nothing, - Meſſala. | 
Meſ. That, methinks, is ſtrange, | 
Bru. Why ask you? hear you ought of her in yours? 
Meſ. No, my lord. | | 
Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 
Meſ. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell; 
For certain ſne is dead, and by ſtrange manner. 
Bru; Why, farewell Portia we muſt die, Meſſala. 
With meditating, that ſhe a die once, 
I have the patience to endure it now, | 
Meſ. Ev'n ſo great men great loſſes ſhould endure. 
Caf. I have as much of this in art as you, 
But yet my nature could not bear it ſo. 
Bru, Well, to our work alive. What do you think 
Of marching to Philippi preſently 2 
Caf. I do not think it good, 
Bru. Your reaſon ? 
Caſ. This it is: 5 
»Tis better that the enemy ſeek us . 
So we ſhall waſte his means, ny his ſoldiers, 
Doing himſelf offence ; whilſt we lying fill, 
Are full of reſt, defence and nimbleneſs. | 
Bru. Good reafons muſt of force give place to better, 
The people 'twixt Philippi and this ground, 
Do ſtand but in a forc'd affection; 5 
For they have grudg'd us contribution. 
The enemy, meli along by them, 
By them ſhall make a fuller number up, | 
Come on refreſht, new added, and encourag'd ; 
From which advantage ſhall we cut him off, 
If at Philippi we do face him there, 
Theſe people at our back. mT 
Caſ. Hear me, good brothero——_—_—_ 
Bru. Under your pardon. You mult note beſide, 
That we have try'd the utmoſt of our friends; 
Our legions are brim-full, our cauſe is ripe, 
The enemy encreaſeth eyery day, 
We at the height, are ready to decline. 
* There is a tide in the affairs of men, 
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Which taken at the flood, leads on forme ; : 
© Omitted, all the voyage of their life * ? 5 
« Is bound in ſhallows, and in miſeries. 23 


J0o ſuch a full are we now a- float, 


And we mult take the current when i it ſerves, | 
Or loſe our yentures. © 


Caſ. Then with your will, go on: we will along 
Our ſelves, and meet them at Philippi. 
Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our n 


And nature muſt obey neceſſity, 


Whieh we will niggard with a little reſt. 
There is no more to ſay. . 
Caſe No more; good - night ! 

Early to-morrow we will riſe, and hence. 


Enter Lucius. 


Bru. Lucius, my gown; farewel, good Meſſala, 
Good - night, Titinius: noble, noble Caſſi . 
Good-night, and good repoſe, _ 

Caſ. O my dear brother! 

This was an ill beginning of the night: "Ba 
Never come ſuch diviſion tween our fouls ; 
Let it not, Brutus. 


Enter Lucius with the Gown. 


Bru. Ev'ry thing i is well. | 
Tit. Meſſa. _— night, lord Brutus. 


Bru. Farewel, every one. I [Exennt. 


Give me the Gown. Where is thy inſtrument : ? 
Luc. Here in the tent. | ned 
Bru. What, thou ſpeak'ſt drowſily ? ci 
Poor knave 1 blame thee not, thou art o abit. 
Call Claudius, and ſome other of my men; 


I'll have them fleep on cuſhions in wy tent. | 


Tue. Varro and ee enn 
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Enter Varro and Claudius. 
Far. Calls my lord! 5 


Brits 
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Bru. I pray you, Sirs, lye in my tent, and ſleep; 
It may be, 1 ſhall raiſe * by and by, , 2 
On buſineſs to my brother Caſſius. 1 
Var. So 1a you, we will ſtand, and watch your: 
plweaſure. JJCCCCCC ew eh 
Bru. I will not have it ſo; lye down, good Sirs;- 
It may be 1 fnall otherwiſe bethink me. 
Look Lucius, here's the book I ſought for ſo; 
I put it in the pocket of my gown, _- 
Luc. I was'fute your lordſhip. did not give it me. 
Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am much forgetful. 
Canſt thou hold up thy heavy eyes a while, 
And touch thy inſtrument, a ſtrain or two? 
Luc. Ay, my lord, an't pleaſe you. 
„ OR 5:7. oe: 15 
I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 
Tue. It is my duty, Sit 
Bru. I ſhould not urge thy duty paſt thy might, 
I know young bloods look for a time of reſt, 4 
Tuc. 1 have ſlept, my lord, already, - 
Bru, It was well done, and thou ſhalt ſleep again; 
I will not hold thee long. If I do liver. 
I will be good to thee. | [Muſick and à Song. 
This is a ſleepy tune O murd*rous ſlumber ! _ 
Lay'ſt thou thy leaden mace upon my boy. 
That plays thee muſick ? gentle knave, good-night ;, 
I will not do thee ſo much wrong to wake thee. 
If thou doſt nod, thou break'ſt thy inſtrument, 
Il take it from thee; and, good boy, good - nights 
But let me ſee, is not the leaf turn d down 
Where Left reading 2 here it 1 Supt 8 nd 
es dee th fre down aß road 


Enter the Ghoſt of Cæſar. 


; . 


Hoy ill this taper burns !=— ha! who comes here ?: 

\ think it is the weakneſs of mine eyes, 

That ſhapes this monſtrous apparition ! —=—_— 

It comes upon m * thou any thing? 
3 6 


Art 
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„ 


Art thou ſome God, ſome angel, or fo devil, 

Tie" mak*ſt my blood cold, . 1 br 0 Rare 

ak to me, what thou a, 7 
Ghoſt. Thy evil ſpirit, Brutus. 
Brau. Why com'ſt thou: 
Ghoſt, To tell thee thou ſhale ſee me at Miles, 

Bru. Then 'I ſhall ſee thee Again 
Ghoſt. Ay, at Philippi. [Exit Ghoſt, 
Bru. Why, I will ſee thee at Phil; pi then — 

Now 1 have taken heart, thou vaniſheſt, 
Ill ſpirit; 1 would hold more talk with thee, 
Boy! Lucius ? Varro 4 Claudins : ' Sirs! awake! 
Claudins ! | 
Luc, The ſtrin ngs, lord, are falſe, 5 
Bru. He think . is At his inſtrument, 
Lucius] awake. 0 5 e ee ee 
Tuc. My lord! . hone: 6 * 
Bru. Didſt thou dream, Lucius, that Das ſo citedſt out ? 
Tug, My lord, I do not know that I did cry, | 
Bu. Yes, that thou didft ; didft thou ſee any thing 2 ? 
Lac. Nothing, my lord. 
Br. Sleep yy n, Lucius 3 agg, Eu fellow: ; 
Thou ! awake. ; 

Par. My, lord! TY . 1 58850 
Clay, My ford! 5 . 
Bru. Why did you 0 e cry out, Sins in your jr ep 2 
Bot h. Did we, my lord? 

Bru. Ay, faw ou any, thing? 

Var. No, my lord, I faw bog 

Clau. Nor 1, my lord: 

Bru. Go, and commend me to my MY Caſſius: 3 
Bid him ſet on hig powers betimes before, 
And We will follow. | 

Both, It ſhall wh e lord, 18 LExeunt. 
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TOE GO RIES SE 
The Fields of Philippi, wich the tabe Camps. 
Enter Ottavius, 05 and their Army. ; 

oOcravrus. 188 
if - OW Antony, our hopes are anſwered. 


; Wd 251 Tou ſaid the Enemy would not come 
But keep the hills and upper regions; 
GPa)! I proves not ſo; their battels are at hand, 
They mean to warn us at Philippi here, 
Anſw'ring before we do demand of them. 

Ant. Tut, I am in their boſoms, and I know 
Wherefore they do it; they could be content. 
To viſit other places; and come down 
With fearful bravery, thinking by this face . 
To faſten in our thoughts that they have courage. 
e / TO a 


| Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. Prepare you Generals; . 
The enemy comes on in gallant ſnew; 
Their bloody ſign of battel is hung out,” 
And ſomething to be done immediately. * * .. 
Ant. Octavius, lead your battel ſoftly on 
Upon the left hand of the even fiele. 
Oct. Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left. 
Ant. Why do you croſs me in this exigent”? 
Oct. I do not croſs you; but I will do fo. ¶ March. 
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Th 
SSN I > 
Deum. Enter Brutus, Caſſius, and their army. Ne 
Bru. They ſtand, and would have parley. Be 
Caſe Stand. faſt, Tinnias, we muſt out and mlk. He 
Offa. Mark Antony, ſhall we give ſign of battel ? 
Ant. No, Ceſar, we will anſwer, on their N Ur 
Make forth, the Generals would have ſome words. 
Octa. Stir not until the ſi ignal. ; : [1 


Bru. Words before blows : is it ſo, countrymen ? 
Octa. Not that we love words better, as you do, 
Bru. Good words are better than bad ſtrokes, Octavius. 
Ant. In your. bad ſtrokes, Brutus, you give good words. 
Witneſs the hole you made in Cæſar's treat, CY 
"Crying, long live, hail Caſare. d 1 
Caſ. Anton et janlt | 
The poſture © hy 5 blows are yet unknown; 
But for your words, they rob the . bees, 5 
And leave them honeyleſs, | "I 

Ant. Not ſtingleſs too.“ It 

Bru, You threat before you ſting, 

Ant. Villains! you did not ſo, when your 1 
Hack d one another in the ſides of Ceſar... 
You ſhew'd, your teeth like apes, and fawn'd like hounds; I 
And bow'd like bond-men, kiſling Ceſar's feet; 
Whilſt damned Caſca, like a cur, behind 
Struck Ceſar on the neck. O flatterers! 

Caſ. Flatterers ! now Brutus thank your {of 
This tongue had not offended ſo bend 
If Caſſius might have tul d. 91 

Octa. Come, come, 5 cauſe. if arguing make us 

ſweat, A forte 00 1 ui: ; 
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bas — — lingleſ og. T | 

Bru. O yes, and ſoundleſs too. 
For you have ſtoln their buzzing, Antony. 
| And very wiſely threat before you wing. 
$ Aut. Villains! Cc. 


ane co. P 
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The proof of it will turn to redder drops. 
Behold I draw a ſword againft conſpirators ; 
When think you that the ſword goes up again ? 
Never 'till Cæſar's three and thirty wounds 
Be well aveng'd; or till another Ceſar 
Have added {laughter to the ſword of traitors. 
Bru. Cæſar, thou canſt not die by traitors hands, 
Unleſs thou bring'ſt them with thee. 
Ofta. So I hope; | 
I was not born to die on Brutus ſword. 
Bru, O if thou wert the nobleſt of thy ſtrain, 
Young man, thou couldſt not die more honourable. . 
Caf. A peeviſh ſchool-boy, worthleſs of ſuch honour, 
Join'd with a masker and a reyeller. 
Ant. Old Caſſius ſtill. | 
Octa. Come, Antony, away; 
Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth: 
If you dare fight to-day, come to the field, 
If not, when you have ſtomachs. | 
Exe. Octavius, Antony, and army. 


4 


OREN RT” 
Caf. Why now blow wind, ſwell billow, and ſwim 
The ſtorm is up, and all is on the hazard. [bark ; 


- Brite Lucilius. hark a word with you. | 
 [Lucilius and Meſſala ſſand forth. 
Luc. My lord. [Brutus ſpeaks apart to Lucilius. 
Caſ. Meſſala. FFV 11 
Meſ. What ſays my General? 
Caſ. Meſſala, 
This is my birth-day; as this very day 
Was Caſſius born. Give me thy hand, Meſſala; 
Be thou my witneſs, that againſt my will, 
As Pompey was, am I compell'd to ſet 
Upon one battel of our liberties 
You know that I held Epicarus ſtrong, 
And his opinion; now I change my mind, 
And partly credit. things that do preſage. 
Coming from Sardis, on our foremoſt enſign 4 


— . 
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Two mighty eagles fell, and there they perch'd, 


Gorging and feeding from our ſoldiers hands, 
Who to Philippi here conſorted u: | 


1 


This morning are they fled away and gone. 
And in their ſteads do rayens, erows and kites 


Fly o'er our heads, and downward look on us 


As we were ſickly prey; their ſhadows ſeem + ; 


A canopy moſt fatal, under which 

Our army lies ready to giye the ghoſt: 
Me/. Bokexe noblo. 

Caf. I but believe it partly; 


, 
4 # Þ 


For I am freſh of ſpirit, and reſoly'd 


To meet all peril, very conſtantly. 7x. 


Bru. Even ſo, Lucilius. 
Caſ. Now moſt noble Brutus, 
The Gods to-day ſtand friendly; that we may 
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age. 
But ſince th affairs of men reſt ſtill incertain, 


Let's xeaſon with the worſt: that may befall. 


If we do lofe this baite], then is this 
The very laſt time we ſhall ſpeak together. 
What are you then determined to do? 

Bru. Ev n by the rule of that philoſophy, 
By which I did blame Cato, for the death 


py 


Which he did give himſelf, 1 know not how, 


. _ 


But I do find it cowardly, and vile, 
For fear of what might fall, ſo to prevent 


The time of life, arming my ſelf with patience, 
To ſtay the providence of ſome high powers, 


That govern us below. | 
Caſ. Then if we loſe this battel, 
You are contented to. be led in triumph 


Along the ſtreets of Rome. 


Bru. © No, Caſſius, no; think not, thou noble Roman, 


That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome, 


© He bears too great a mind. But this fame day 


© Muſt end that work the Ides of March begun. 


And whether we ſhall meet again, I know not; 
Therefore our everlaſting farewel take; 


For ever, and for ever, farewell, Caſſius! 


„ If 


— 
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And then the end is known, Come ho, away. 
| Exeunt. | 


r 

Alarum. Enter Brutus and Meſſala. | 

Bru. Ride, ride, Meſſala, ride and vive theſe bills | 

Unto the legions, on the other fide. [Loud alarum. | 

Let them ſet on at once ; for I perceive | 
But cold demeanor in Offavins' wing; 


And ſudden puſh gives them the overthrow. 
Ride, ride, Meſſala, let them all come down. [Exe, 


z 


Alarum. Enter Caſlius and T itinius. 

Caſ. O look, Titinins, look, the villains fly! «+ 
My ſelf have to mine own turn'd enemy ; 
This enſign here of mine was turning, back, 
I ſlew the coward, and did take it from him. 

Tit, O Caſſius Brutus gave the word too early, 
Who having ſome advantage on Ocfavius 
Took it too eagerly ; his ſoldiers fell to ſpoil, 
Whilſt we by Antony were all enclos'd. | 


Enter Pindarus, 


Pin, Fly further off my lord, fly further off, 
| Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord; 
2 Fly therefore, noble Caſſius, fly far oft. 
Caſ. This hill is far enough. Look, look, Titinius, 
Are thoſe my tents; where 1 perceive the fire? 
Tit. They are, my lord. 
Caſ. Titinius, if thou lov'ſt me, 
Mount thou my horſe, and hide thy ſpurs in him, 


Till 
if 
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»Till he have brought thee u onder troops. 
| And here again; that 1 — 81 aſſur d, op F 
= - Whether yond troops are friend or enemy. 
= Tit. I will be here again, ev'n with e Exit. 
' caſ. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill, 
My fight was ever thick; regard Titinius, Is 
And tell me what thou not'ſt about the field. A 
This day 1 breathed firſt ; time is come round, 
And where I did begin, there ſhall I end, © 
My life is run its compaſs. Now what news! 
Pind. above. Oh, my lord! _ V 
Caſ. What news? 5 
Pind. Titinius is encloſed round about 
With horſemen, that make to him on the ſpur, 
Yet he ſpurs on. Now they are almoſt on him; 


Titinius ! now ſome light. oh he lights too Bi 
12255 s ta'en — and hark, they ſhout ber joy. [S Hout. A 
Caſ. Come down, behold no more; Sc 
Oh coward that I am, to live ſo long, T 
To ſee wy beſt friend ta'en before my face. C 
| M 
f Nan Pindarus, 
Come hither fi rrah ; 0 
In Parthia did 1 take thee peifomer; * * 
And then I ſwore thee, ſaving of thy life, T 
That whatſoever I did bid thee do, SH T 
Thou ſhouldft attempt it. Come now, ond he oath, B 
Now be a freeman; and with this good ſword 
That ran through Cz/ar's bowels, ſearch this 1 
Stand not to anſwer; here take thou the hilt, T 
And when my face is cover'd, as 'tis now, Ir 
Guide thou the ſword Ceſar thou art reveng'd, Fi 
Ev'n with the ſword that kill'd thee. [Kills himſelf. 8 
Pind. So, I. am free, yet would not ſo have been, A 


Durſt 1 bàve done my will. Oh Caſſius, 
Far from this country Pindarus ſhall 'run, 
Where never Roman hall take tote of him. LExit. 
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SCENE V. 


Enter Titinius, and Meſſala. | 
Meſ. It is but change, Titinius; for Oftavins 
Is overthrown by Noble Brutus power, 
As Caſſius' legions are by Antony. | 
Tir. Theſe tidings will well — Caſſius. TY | 
 Meſ. Where aid yr you leave him ? 2 | | 
Tit. All diſconſdlate, . * 
With Pindarus his bondman, on this bill, | | 
Meſ. Is not that he, that lyes upon the ground? | 
| 


Tit. He lyes not like the living. Oh my heart! 
Meſ. Is not that be? | 
Tit. No, this was he, Meſſala, | 
But Caſſius is no more! Oh ſetting ſun Y 
. As in thy red rays thou doſt ſink to night, . | | 
So in his red blood Caſſius' day is ſet; | 
The ſun of Rome is ſet ! our day is gone, 
Clouds, dews, and dangers come ; ourdeeds are 5 ; 
Miſtruſt of my ſucceſs hath done this deed. 
Meſ. Miſtruſt of good ſucceſs hath done this deed, 
Oh hateful Error, Melancholy's child! 
Why doſt thou ſhew, to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not? Error, ſoon conceiy'd ; 
Thou never com'ſt unto a happy birth, _ 
But kilb'ſt the mother that engender'd thee. | 
; Tit. What Pindarus ? where art thou, Pindarus ? 
Meſ. Seek him, Titinius; whilſt I go to meet 
The noble Brutus, thruſting this report 
Into his ears; I may, ſay thruſting it; 


For piercing ſteel and darts, invenomed PROS: Hf” 
f. Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus, 
, As tidings of this fight, 
. Tit;: Hye you, Meſſala, | 
And 1 will ſcek for Pinder; the while. Exis Mell. 


it. Why didſt thou ſend me forth, brave Caſſius ! 
Did J not meet thy friends, and. did not they 
Put on my brows this wreath of victory, 
E And bid me give it thee 2 2 didſt thou not hear their ſhouts ? 


WS +2 G Alas, 
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Alas, thou haſt miſconſtru'd ev'ry thing, 
But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow. 
Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and I | 
Will do his bidding. Brutus come apace, 
And ſee how I regarded Cains Caſſius, 
By your leave, Gods This is a Romans part. 
| Oe 0202 % ©" Itad; bunſelf. 
Come Caſſius ſword, and find Titinius heart. Dies. 
„„ o& Ra 
Alarum, Enter Brutus, Meſſala, young Cato, Strato, 
Volumnius, and Lucilius, 
Bru. Where, where, Meſſala, doth his body lye2 
Meſ. Lo yonder, and Titinius mourning it. 
Bru. Titinius face is upward, {© 
Cato. He is ſlain. F | 
Bru. Oh Julius Ceſar, thou art mighty yet ! 
Thy ſpirit walks abroad, and turns our ſwords 
In our own proper entrails, | [Low alarums, 
Cato. Brave. Titinins ! 5 | , 
Look if he have not crown'd dead Caſſius? 
| Bru, Are yet two Romans living fuch as theſe? 
Thou laſt of all the Romazs ! fare thee well; 
It is impoſſible that ever Rome ps Ws 
Should breed thy fellow. Friends, I owe more tears 
To this dead man, than you fhall ſee me pay. 
1 ſhall find time, Caſſius, I ſhall find time 
Come therefore, and to Tharſus ſend his body, 
His faneral ſhall not be in our camp, 
Left it diſcomfort us! Lncilizs come, 
And come young Caro, let us to the field. 
Labio and Flavius ſet our battles on. 


"Tis three a clock, and, Romans, yet ere night = 
We ſhall try fortune in a ſecond fight, _ [Exennt, 
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Th Field of Battle. 53 . | 


Alarum. Enter Brumm, Meſſala, Cato, Lucilius, and 


Li r ‚˖ A ü 


1 ; | 4 
Bru. E T countrymen, on yet, hold up your heads. N 
Cato. What baſtard doth not? who will go | 
with me? | 
I will proclaim my name about the "LY 

I am the ſon of Marcus Cato, ho! 
A ſoe to tyrants, and my country's friend. | 
I am the ſon of Marcus Caro, ot  , | 


Enter ſoldiers and fight. 5 | 


Bru, And 1 am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, 1 . 
2 my country's friend; know me for Brutus. [Exit 
Oh young and noble Cato, art thou down © 
why: now thou dieſt as bravely as Ti itinius, | 
And may'ſt be honour'd, being Cato n.,. 
Sold. Yield, or thou dieſt. 
Luc. Only 1 yield to die; 
There is ſo much, that thou wilt kill me ſtraight z- 
Kill Brutus, and be honour'd in his death. 
Sold. We muſt not. A Noble priſoner ! 


Enter Antony. \ 


2 801d. Room ho! tell Antony, Brutus is ta' en 
1 Sold. I'll tell the news, here comes the General t — 
Brutus is tab en, Brutus is ta- eb, my lord, 
Ant. Where is he? E N 
. Tuc. Safe, Antony; Brutus i is ſafe enough. i 
I dare aſſure thee, that no an j 
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus: 
The Gods defend him from ſo great a ſhame ! 
When you do find him or alive, or dead, 
He will be found like Brutus, like higaſelf, 


E G 2 Ant. 
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Ant. This is not Brutus, friend, but I aſſure you, 

A prize no. leſs in worth; keep this man ſafe, 

Give him all kindneſs. I had rather have 

Such men my friends, than enemies. Go on, 

And ſee if Brutus be alive or dead, 

And bring us word unto Ofavins tent, 

How every thing is chanc'd. LExeunt. 


* 


DR DE SC E N E. II. 
Another part of the Fi eld. 


Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, and 
r er omen | 


— 
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Bru, OME, poor remains of friends, reſt on this | 


rock. 
Cli. Statilius ſhew'd the torch light, but, my lord, 
Ye came not back, he is or ta*en, or ſlain. 
+ Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus; laying is the word, 
It is a deed in a faſhion, © Hark thee, Clitus 


. (Whiſpering, 


- 


Bru. Peace then no words. 
Cli. I'll rather kill my ſelf. 

Brau. Hark thee, Dardazins! © 

Dar. I do ſuch a deed? FE, 
J 2 Pom aW 
. 

Cli. What ill requeſt did Brutus make to thee ? 
Dar. To kill him, Clitus: look, he meditates. 
Ci. Now is that noble veſſel full of grief, 
That it runs over even at his eyes. | 3 | 

Bru, Come hither, Jy Volumnius, liſt à word. 
Vol. What ſays my ord ? wed evo hr Re am 

Br. Why this, Volumnius 

The ghoſt of Cæſar hath appear'd to y Ha 

Two ſeyeral-times by night; at Sardis, once; 

And this laſt night, here in Philippi- Fields. Tres 


+» »- SP 
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Tli. What 1, my lord? no, not for all che world. 


2 
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Pol. Not ſo, my lord. | 

Bru. Nay I am ſure jt is, Volumnius. 
Thou ſeeſt the world, Volumnius, how it goes; 


Our enemies have beat us to the pit: LAlarum. 


It is more worthy to leap in our ſelves, 

Than tarry till they puſh: us. Good Volumnias, 

Thou know'ſt that we two went to ſchool together; 

Even for that, our love of old, I prigthee | 

Hold thou my ſword's hilt, while I run on it. 
Vol. That's not an office for a friend, my lord. 


LAlarum fill: 


Cli, Fly, fly, my lord, there is no tarrying here. 
Bru. Farewel to you, and you; and you Volumnius. 
Strato, thou haſt been all this while aſleep; 
Farewel to thee too, Strato; countrymen, 
= heart doth joy, that yet in all my life, 
I found no man, but he was true to me. 
I ſhall have glory by this loſing day). 
More than Octauias and Mark Antony. 
By this vile conqueſt ſhall attain unto. 
So fare you well at once, for Brutus tongue 
Hath almoſt ended his life's hiſtorß. 5 
Night N upon mine eyes, my bones would reſt, 
That have but labour'd to attain this hour. 


C Alarum. Cry within, fly, fly, fiv- 


Cli. Fly, my lord, fl.: 
Bru. Hence; I will follow thee: _ 4 528.4 
I pr'ythee, Strato, ſtay thou by thy lord, 
Thou art a fellow of a good reſpet;  _ 
Thy life hath had ſome ſmatch of honour in t. 
Hold then my ſword; and turn away thy face, 
While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strate? 


= 


Stra. Give me your hand firſt fare you well, 


0 TIES hoe. Har © 


I kill'd not thee with half ſo good a will. 


[He runs on his ſword and ditys. 
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3 S GE N E IX. 


Alarum. ow Eo Emer Antony, © Bog Meſa, 
Lucilius, and * vba 
coca. What man is that? 5 
Meſ. My: maſter's man. es Wed is thy maſter 
Stra. Free from the bondage you are in, "Meſſala ; 
The conqu'rors'can but make a fire of him : | 
For Brutus only -oyercame himſelf, | 
And no man elſe hath honour by bis ry 
Tuc. So Brutus ſhould be found. I thank thee, Brutus, 
That thou haſt proy'd Lucilius ſaying true. 
Octa. All that ſerv'd Brutus I will entertain them. 
Fellow, wilt thou beſtow thy time with me? 
Stra. Ay, if Meſſala will 1 me to ou. 
Octa. Do ſo, . Meſſala 5 
Meſ. How died my lord, Szrato?' ñj 
Stra. I held the word, and he did: run on it. { 
Meſ. Octavius, then take him to follow thee, © 
That did the lateft ſervice to my maſter. _ 

Ant. This was the nobleſt Roman of them all: | | 
All the conſpirators, fave only ges : 
Did that they did in 1 of great Carr N 
He, only, im a general honeſt thought, 

And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle aud che elements 
So mixt in him, char nature might ſtand up, 
And ſay to all the world; This was a man?! } 
Octa. According to his virtue, let us uſe bim, 5 
With all reſpect, and rites of Dari. ba 
Within my tent his bones to-night: Halt 1 . 5 
Moſt lite a ſoldier, order'd honourablye”. fr 
So call the field to reſt, and let's away; 
To part ene of hi 1 . 0 tes omnes 
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Inſtead 


Inſtead of the Muſick uſually play d between the 
Acts, the following Verſes are, after the firſt 
Act, to be ſung by a Chorus repreſenting the 
Roman People. 
Firſt CHORUS, 
HIT HER is Roman Honour gone? 
Where is our antient Virtue now ? 
That Valour, which ſo bright has ſhone, 
And with the Wings of Conqueſt flown, 
Muſt to a haughty Maſter bow: 
Who, with our Toil, our Blood, and all we have beſide, 
Gorges his ill got Pow'r, his Humour and his Pride, 
| Wet di KT ble $9 TS DL 1 3 
Fearleſs he will his Life expoſe ; 
S8o does a Lion, or a Bear; 
His very Virtues threaten thoſe, : 
Who more his bold Ambition fear. 
How ſtupid Wretches we appear, 


Yet never, never think what Slaves we are at home. 
. | 
Did Men, for this, together join ; 
Quitting the free wild Life of Nature ? 
What other Beaſt did e'er deſign 
The ſetting up his Fellow Creature ? 
And of two Miſchiefs chooſe the greater ? 
Oh, rather than be Slaves to bold imperious Men, 
Giye us our Wildneſs, and our Woods, our Hutts, and 
Caves agen. | | 
4 $34 of Bane | 
There ſecure from lawleſs Sway, 


Ty 


Living up to Nature's Rules, 


Not deprav'd by Knaves and Fools; 
a Happily we all ſhould live, and harmleſs as our 8 
And at laſt as calmly die, as Infants fall aſleep. 


Det wee n 


heep, 


- 


Who round the World for Wealth and Empire roam ; 


Out of Pride, or Envy's way; Þ» | 


| Borween the ſecond and third 48, des Verſęs 


are to be ſung by a — repreſenting the 
Genins of Rome. 


Second CHORUS. 


1³ to prevent this mighty Empire's Doom, 
From bright unknown Abodes of Bliſs I come, 
The awͤful Genius of Majeſtick Rome. 


Great is her Danger : but I will engage 
Some few, the Maſter-Souls of all tis Age, 
To do an Act of juſt Heroic Rage. 


"Tis hard, a Man ſo reat, ſhould fall fo low; 
More bard, to let ſo brave a People bow | 
To one themſelves have rais'd, who ſcorns then now. 


Yet oh, I E tlie Brutus ſhould ba ſtain'd; 
| Whoſe Li e, excepting this one Act, remain'd 
So pure, that future times will think it feign d. | 


But only he can make the reſt E ; 
The very Life, and Soul of their Deſign; 
The Centre, where thoſe mighty Spirits join, 


Unthinking Men no ſort of Scruples make ; 
Others do ill, only for Miſchief 's ſake; 
But ey'n the belt are guilty by Miſtake, 


Thus ſome, for Envy, or Revenge, intend. | 
To bring the bold Uſurper to his end; 
But for his Country, Bruni ſtabs his Friend. 
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ö To be ſung aw the Third Act, iy two Aerial . | 
: SPIrits. i 
Third CHORUS | | 

nay 5 | 


| ELL, oh tell me, whence ariſe | 
| Theſe Diſorders in our Skies? | 
Rome's great Genius wildly gaz'd ; | 
And the Gods ſeem all amaz'd. | 
II. b ö 

Know, in ſi aht of this Day's Sun, | 
Such a Deed is to be done, | | 
Black enough to ſhroud the Light : | 
Of all this World in diſmal Night. | 


L 
What is this Deed ? 


II. 5 4 
To kill a Man, . | 
The Greateſt ſince Mankind began : 
Learned, eloquent and wiſe, 
Gen'rous, merciful and braye! 
i 1 
Vet not too great a Sacrifice, 
The Liberty of Rome to ſaye ? 
; 1 
But will not Goodneſs claim Regard ? 
And does not Worth deſerve Reward ? | | 
| T | 
Does not their Country lye at ftake ? | 
Can they do too much for her fake? | 


Both together. 
Tho dreadful be this Doom of Fate, 
Juſt i is that Pow'r which governs all: 
9 Better this wond'rous Man ſhould fall, 
Than a moſt glorious, virtuous State. 


To 
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To be ſung after the Fourth Act. 
Fourth CHORUS. 


O W great a Curſe has Providence 
| Thought fit to caſt on Human Kind! 
Learning, Courage, Eloquence, 
The gentleſt Nature, nobleft Mind, 
Were intermix'd in one alone; 
Yet in one Moment overthrown ! 


Could Chance, or ſenſeleſs Atoms join 
To form a Soul ſo great as his? 

Or would thoſe Pow'rs we hold Divine, 
Deſtroy their own chief Maſter- piece? 

Where ſo much Difficulty. lyes, 

The doubtful are the only wiſe. 


And, what muſt more perplex our Thoughts; 


Great Jove the beſt of Romans (ends, 
To do the very worſt of Faults, _ 
And kill the kindeſt of his Friends, 
All this is far aboye our reach, 
Whatever Prieſts preſume to preach, 
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Garth's Ovid's en Prior's Works. 


phoſis, with Cuts. 
"Rowe*s Lucan. 


9 $ Works. 


du T. 


Milton's s Poetica Works, Pope's Shakeſpear, 6Vol. 


2 Vol. 
Gay 's Works. 


Cibber's Plays, 2 Vol. 


oc rAVO. 


Milton's Poetical Works, 2 
6 


Ben. Johnſon's Works, 6 
Vol. 


Beaumont and Fletcher, 7 


Vol. 


Gay s Fables. 
———Paſtorals. 
Seneca's Morals, - 
Plutarch's Lives, 8 Vol. 
Fable of the Bees, 2 Vol. 
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Pope? s Shakeſ; pear, 9 Vol. Dryden's Miſcellanys, 6Vol. 


Steel's Plays 

Etheredges ars 

Sir R. Howard's Plays. 
Southern's Plays, 2 Vol. 
Ot way's Plays, 2 Vol. 
Dryden's Plays, 6 Vol. 
8hadwell's Plays, 4 . 
Congreve s Plays, 3 Vol 
Montford's Plays, 2 Vol. 
Vanbrugh's Plays, 2 Vol. 
Rowe's Plays, 2 Vol. 
Spencers Works, 6 Vol. 
Suckling's Works. 
Denham's Works. 


Virgil with Cuts, 3 
Vol. 


Juvenal. 

Fables, 

Prior's Poems, 2 Vol. 

Rowe's Lucan, 2 Vol. 

Garth's Ovid's Metamor- 
phoſis, 2 Vol. 

Donne's Works. 

Lanſdown's Poems. 

Ovid's Art of Love. 
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Single Pleys ful by J 
a 


Love in a Wood. 

Lucius Junius Brutus. 
Libertine. 

Marriage Alamode. 
Married Beau. 

Maſſacre of Paris. 
Mithridates. 

- Maid's Tragedy. 

Maid's laſt Prayer. 

Othello, the Moor of Venice. 


Oedipus, King of Thebes. 555 


—Oroonoko. 

Orphan. | 
Provok'd Wife. 

Philaſter. 

Pſyche. 

- Princeſs of Cleve. 

The Rover. 


„ Darby; A. Betteſworth, 


and P. Clay, in Truſt for Richard, James, 
and Bethel Wellington, GB 
T w E L v E 8. 
Albion W "+. Orphan. * 
Ambitious Stepmother. |. - OEdipus.- f 
Anatomiſt, or Sam Doctor. Oroonokboo. 
Country Wit. __ Plain Dealer. 
ZEſop. / _ © Provok'd Wife. 
Earl of Eſſx. RR, or Virtue In Dan- 
Hamlet. © ger. 
Hiſtory and Fall of Caius Rehearſal and Chances. 
1 Rule a Wife. 
The Iſland Princeſs. Rival Queens, or Alexander 
King Lear. | the Great, 
Love for Money, or the Sir Courtly Nice. 
Boarding · School. Theodoſius. 
Mithridates,King of Pontus. Virtue Betray d or . 
Othello, or tlie Moor of Bullen. 
Venice. 3 
au AR To. * 
Love Triumphant. The Relapſe. 


Reform d Wife. 


Rehearſal. 
Rinaldo. 
Rival 8 or Alex- 

ander the Great. 
Spaniſh Wife. 
Soldier's Fortune. 
Sir Anthony Loves 
Tyrannick Love. 
Theodoſius. 
Troilus and Creſſda. 
Tartuff. 


Virtue betray, or Anna 


Bullen. 
Virtuoſo. 
Onnatural Brother. 
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